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ABSTRACT
All of American society is feeling the effects of

many changes in countless aspects of life.

cularly true for women today.

This is parti-

We have begun to learn much

about how these changes are affecting the lives of middleclass women.

Much less is known about how working-class

women sense these changes and what effect, if any, it has

been having on them.

We need to know more about blue-collar

women in a first-hand, direct way.
The incidence of marriage break-up is as great in

this class as in any other, if not greater.

About these

women who then raise their families without a mate we have
very little direct information.

How their children fare,

how they themselves cope or do not cope, what their needs,

their strengths and weaknesses are is very much a matter of

conjecture today.
vii

This study, a partial aim of
which is to correct

misconceptions and stereotypes, is an
in-depth, firsthand look at the lives of four such
women who are native

residents of a rural mill town in New
England.

All four

are either divorced or separated, bringing
up their children

alone.

In addition, they are from one or
another of the

predominant ethnic sub-groups of the area; that
is, two
are Polish-Americans , one is French-CanadianAmerican; one
is Italian-American.

All were raised in the Catholic faith.

There Is an age and occupation spread as well.
i

Their ages range from 25 to ^7; two are currently housewives; one is a waitress and one is a factory worker.

protect the subjects

1

To

anonymity, fictitious names have been

given to them, as well as to the two related municipalities in

which they live.
The writer, herself from a working-class background.
Is a psychotherapist in a mental health clinic whose

clientelle is predominantly from this class.

The subjects,

however, were drawn from the community and are not clients
of the clinic.

Varying amounts of time were spent with each

woman and her family, with the minimum time being 33 hours
and the maximum something over 80 hours.
viii

Interviews were conducted primarily in the homes,

with contact maintained fairly regularly for periods
ranging
from ten months to well over one year.

Initially structured,

the interviews were then geared to observe life in the
home
as it would proceed were the writer not present.

V/hile not

ultimately possible, in some cases this objective was reached

with more success than in others.
Where possible the writer accompanied the women on

routine activities:
hopping.

,,

visiting relatives, shopping, "bar-

A tape recorder, extensive note-taking and a

stenotype machine were used.

The aim was to try to provide

to a reader the sense of the idiosyncratic voice and life

of each of the women.

The explicitness of detail and rich-

ness of language, it was hoped, would provide a full and

rounded portrait.
The prime objective of the study was to collect and

arrange the material in such a way that it might be publishable.

This would have several implications:

it

would

provide to a lay and professional public not from this class
the opportunity to gain more understanding.

To blue-collar

women in particular, it might serve as a sort of "consciousness-raising," allowing them- to "name their world," an

opportunity not granted to them heretofore for the most part.
ix

Preface
As I enter my car which is parked right outside

of Fran’s house,

I

glance back and see her nine year

old son, Bobby, standing at one of the living room

windows.

He stares out at me, his eyes shiny and black

in his small, white face,

him.

I

smile broadly and w ave to

He continues to stare straight ahead and

sure if he is looking at me or beyond me.

I

am not

As I pull

away from the curb and return my eyes to the child

standing there,

I

see that he is still staring, his

face without expression and

•

Maria and

I

•

•

•

I

do not glance back any longer,

•

have been talking for hours, sitting

at the table in her kitchen-dining room,

I

excuse myself

to go up to the bathroom on the second floor.

One wall

of the bathroom is entirely covered by an inset-mirror,

gold-flecked.

The bathtub is beige, the ceramic tiles

around it also gold-flecked.

There are Florentine- type

white and yellow linoleum squares on the floor.

Beneath

above
the large mirror are two large beige sinks, set

cabinets with gold filigree lines drawn on their fronts.

x

Jutting up from the sinks are pipes without faucets.
They just stick up and come to an end, useless.

I

bend

over and wash my hands from the tub faucet, which does

produce a good supply of water.

It is 6:45 in the morning.
I

One half hour before,

had heard Ginny shusshing her three little boys as

she

hurried them out of bed and into coats before they would

walk across the street to her neighbor-baby-sitter.
is Ginny’

s

routine each morning.

This

She will then be picked
i

up by another neighbor who will drive her "downs treet" to

the restaurant in Brackton where she is a waitress.

evidently did not wish to wake me as
in her living room.

teeth,

I

I

Ginny

slept on the sofa

After washing up and brushing my

opened the refrigerator door to see if there might

be some orange juice.

There was nothing in the refrigerator

at all, except in one vegetable bin, three half-rotted

onions and on the shelf of the door a jar with some grape

jelly In it.

xi

In Joanne’s small, pretty kitchen with
the organdy

ruffled pink and white curtains at the windows,
we sit
at opposite ends of the square kitchen table.

There is

loud, boisterous noise coming from the tiny bedroom
around

the corner from where we sit.

Soon, her five year old

daughter, Denise, comes running out, ter face flushed, her

hair awry

.

"Ma, make him stop’," she cries to her mother.

"He keeps grabbing my magic markers and he won't stop pulling

my hair I

"

Joanne looks a little abashed, calls out,

"Eddie, dont play so rough with her,"
she says to me:

When

Denise leaves,

"Usually it's just great.

play together for hours without a fight."

Those two can
I

know she is

talking about her lover, the eighteen year old Eddie Steuben
who has recently moved in with her.

These are among the images and memories that remain

with me today as

I

begin to put into shape the voluminous

notes, hundreds of pages of conversations transcribed,

thoughts and observations noted do wn.

Over two years ago

I

had gotten the idea for a

dissertation project and thought of it in terms of, "What
effect, if any, has the womeris movement had on workingclass women?"

That was a fairly broad notion.

xii

Over the

months, as

I

interviewed women, eliminating most, deciding

on the eventual four on whom

my idea considerably.

I

w ould concentrate,

For one thing,

I

I

changed

became aware, from

talking with Nancy Seifer at the Institute on Pluralism and
Group Identity in New York City, that she herself was writing a book on working-class women, going around the entire

country, talking mostly to women who were moving out of the
home into the world at large, becoming activists.

encouraged me to concentrate on

a group about

Nancy

whom little

was known directly: those who for reasons of divorce, separa-

tion or widowhood, were now the heads of their family.

Originally

I

had started thinking of this project w hen,

at the community mental health clinic where

psychotherapist

I

heard one 'average

say, in similar phrasing:

1

I

work as a

woman after the other

"I'm no women's libber, but ..."

and had then gone on to speak of hurts and grievances, often

blaming themselves for what was going wrong, not knowing
exactly what they wanted but feeling that much was wrong with
their lives, with their marriages.

They complained about the

never
fact that their husbands would not speak to them, they
that if
knew what was going on "inside" of him; of the fact

help from
they worked outside of the home they got little
they rarely did
him with chores; if they had some free time,

xiii

things together.

He was too tired, he wanted to hang out

with his buddies, he was up at his mother's house.

women were very unhappy.

These

They thought there must be some-

thing wrong with them because they did have a husband, they
did have children, they had more material things than they'd

ever thought they would have.

They ought to have been content.

It seemed to me that perhaps this was different than

it might have been for similar women ten or fifteen years

ago.

At that time would they, in the first place, have sought

someone in a mental health clinic with whom to talk over
their unhappiness?

In fact, would they at that time have

expected the kind of marriage they now seemed to long for?
When

I

finally started to talk to the eventual group

of four women, the issue of whether the women's movement had

stirred them up or not seemed not so important,

I

became

very interested in them and in their lives and did not wish
to be restricted by a narrow issue.
let them talk so that

I

I

thought it best to just

could learn as much about them as

possible

Prom the beginning

I

had doubts and fears about em-

barking on such an ambitious project,

I

am not an academic

and have had no training in research methods.

xiv

I

set out with

a

good deal of trepidation.

was great.

I

felt sure

My enthusiasm for the work

could establish warm, genuine

I

contact with the women and

I

was very eager to get to

know them.

From the first that part of it has gone well.

The

part of me that agonized about doing a "proper, academic

and scholarly" study has sometimes been unhappy as the

work progressed.

But in the end, the pull towards the

women has been the strongest thing that has kept me going.
They have trusted me, entrusted their very selves with me,
i

this stranger who sought them out.
in talking with me and I began

They became invested

to feel a large responsibil-

ity to stick with it and do the best job

I

could do.

It

is primarily the women who have kept me clear on the work

through to the end.
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CHAPTER

I

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY
What
a close

I

have set out to do in this study is to take

look at the lives of four working class v/omen

v/ho

9re living without mates and bringing up their families by

themselves.

When attention has been given by social scien-

tists, the media or fiction writers to this class as a whole
the women receive little of it.

When divorce in America is

discussed it is often in a middle-class context.

Very little

i

has been written about the effect of divorce on the v/omen

and families of the working class.
All levels and social classes of American society are

feeling the effects of many changes.

The women's movement

has affected the way many women think about themselves and

their roles.

We are beginning to learn something about ho

the breakdown of traditional role expectations and the availa-

bility of wider choices is affecting middle class women.

Much less Is known about how working class v/omen are sensing
these changes - if they are - and what effect, if any, it
has been having on them.

We need to know more about these

women in a first-hand, direct way.

The incidence of marriage

2

break-up is as great in this class as in any other, if not
About these women who then must raise their fami-

greater,"^

lies without a mate there are misconceptions ana stereotypes,

but little information gathered at the prime source: the

women themselves in their own environment.
The locale for the study is a rural mill town in New

England of, roughly, 12,000 people.

This town is intimately

connected with its neighbor city of 19,000 population, which
has a similar but more diversified industrial, rural character.

Three of the women in the study reside in the smaller

town and onelives in the larger city.

As I will seek to pro-

tect the anonymity of my subjects as much as

I

can,

I

will

and
give the fictitious name of Franklin to the first town

the name of Brackton to its neighbor city.

The subjects have

also been provided with made-up names.
of
Because of the fact that in the northeast part

"working-class" are
this country the terns "blue-collar" and

practically synonymous with the term "ethnic",

I

have chosen

predominant ethnic populato limit myself to women from the
tions of this area.

were
That is, of the four women, two

Bureau of the Census,
U.S. Department of Commerce,
Studies, Series P- 3,
Current Population Reports: Spe cial
No. 50; July , 197 ‘, p. 20.
1

j

3

brought up in families with Tolish parentage, one in

a

French- Canadian family and one from an Italian family.

All

were born and raised in either Franklin or Drackton.
V/h at

specifically,

,

I

will be looking at here

is

the very fact of the divorce - or separation - and its im-

pact on these women and their families.

How each woman

copes, what rakes one better or less able to cope than

another, what gives her strenth or deprives her of it, are
some of what

I

will be examining.

How much self-worth

each woman has now, how it was modified or not by the
i

divorce, will further inform the study.

I

will seek to

find out how each woman is affected by issues of the women's

movement.

If ethnic factors have affected her life and

present condition,

I

will touch on that.

The impetus and main thrust of the study, however,

will be to present to

a

potential reading public what each

woman's life looks like on

a

routine basis, at this time.

There seems to me. to be a lack of this kind of direct, indepth study.
Up until recently,

of working class women.

in fact,

there have been few studies

Of the few that did exist, most were

written before the sweeping changes
In values, morals and
lifestyles which began to occur In
the early 1960

Is

still going on.

and

These studies tend to be dated
in their

outlook (Rainwater, et al.
1966).

's

,

1959;

Komarovsky,

1 9 62

:

Cavron,

They also tended to view these
women's lives as they

relate to their roles as wives and
mothers.
In very recent months, after this
study had been

undertaken, several books have been published
which will
greatly help to add to our understanding of these lives.
(Rubin,

Howe,

1976; Seifer,

1977).

1976 ; Baxandall, et al., 1976 and

Rubin’s book focuses on family life and is a

study of forty urban families in the San Francisco area,

Seifer interviewed ten women activists throughout the entire country.

The Baxandall book is a documentary history

of America’s working women,

Howe interviewed many women in

their work situations.
It would have to be said - particularly before these

most recent publications - that what the more intimate concerns, feelings and aspirations of this large segment of the

American public might be are based, for the most part, on
conjecture, stereotype or misrepresentation.

Sociologists Patricia and Brendan Sexton are among

5

those who have been aware of the lack of purposeful atten-

tion towards the working— class as a whole.
a "singular lack of interest

They write about

(among academics and intellect-

uals) in ordinary people and real problems." 2

They claim

that few who live in comfort today are aware of the marginal

existence of working-class lives.
the myth that the ’average*

They attempt to destroy

family today is living in con-

tented affluence.
Eli Ginzberg is another social scientist who has de-

voted much attention to studying workers and the world of
i

work.

He writes, "The facts of the ordinary lives of ordinary

people ....aid not appear worthy of preservation ... for they
spoke primarily of the struggles of ordinary men and women

with the ordinary problems of life."
And further, he writes:

Many students of social and economic life tend to
Their judgments about
see others in their own image.
likely
the work and life of the laboring population are
disguised,
to be projections, sometimes not even thinly
specilic
of their own responses and reactions to

^Patricia Cayo Sexton and Brendan Sexton, Blue Collar,
Hard Hats (Hew York: Random House, 1971) P« 32.
American
3e 11 Ginzberg and Hyman Berman, The
p. 4
19^3;
Glencoe^
in the 20th Century (Free Press of

Worker
•

6

conditions.
Hence, much of the secondhand literature about the wage earner, written by men and
w °men who have never held a routine laboring job,
v;ho do not know the rural or urban slum, who
have
no real appreciation of the values and goals of
the people who live close to the margin of poverty
this secondary literature is not a reliable guide.
The emphasis

I

—
11

have chosen, then, is to allow the

lives to speak for themselves as much as possible.

The

personality and biases of the interviewer of course cannot
be wholly eliminated.

Interspersed in the text will be

autobiographical references that may illuminate such subjective bias.
I

have said that

the working-class.

will be studying four women from

I

Ey that I mean women who come from

families in which the prime wage earner worked with his hands.

Rainwater describes it this way
Ey working class we mean that social level in
our society which used to be characterized as
Perhaps the most gener"poor but honest". . .
.

al way in which people divide society into working
and middle class is by using the "collar color"
We Americans generally make a distinctcriterion.
ion between "blue collar" and "white collar" wofkers.

That is, in those families in which the prime breadwinner works with his hands as arainst using his
head’ or does work which mirht be considered menial,
we apply the appellation of "blue co]lar."

21

Ibid

.

Rainwater, et al.. Workingman's Wife (New York:
Oceana Publications, 1959 ), P. 15
5j.ee

.

7

Not only did their fathers fit this
category but

these women, by virtue of marrying men from this
class, continued
to remain a part of it.

When they themselves have worked out-

side of the home, as two women in the study
presently do, their
own type of work qualifies them to be defined in this
group.
Levisor. in his study finds that 60 % of America’s

population can be considered ’working class’.

He too uses

criteria of occupation, income and lifestyle to distinguish
this group from others in our society:

People instantly recognize that there is something
fundamental that separates all the people who "punch
a clock” or "bust my ass all day" from the doctors,
lawyers and executives whose jobs are an important,
creative part of their lives and mean something to
them.
Working class jobs are almost inevitably relatively low-paying and low in prestige, 6

Lefton

(

1967

)

emphasizes occupational stability in

his definition of "blue collar".

Howell (1973) notes the

practice in literature to exclude from the classification of
"blue collar" those with very unstable family situations, the

"hard living" group.

The women

I

have selected come from stable

families, what we commonly think of as ’average’ or ’ordinary’
My point is that their very ’ordinariness’ has, in

Americans.

effect, made them virtually invisible.
6

Andrew Levi son, Working Class Majority (New York:
Coward McCann & Geoghegan, Inc., 197*0, p. 6*1.

8

Shostak, like Komarovsky and Rainwater, focuses pri-

marily on the male-headed family unit in his work.

He discusses

the dominant pattern of early marriage, followed by rapid child-

bearing.

He finds:

Striking in such families is the separateness and
isolation of the marriage partners. Each sex views
Men tend to
the other in a highly stereotyped way.
think of women as timid, emotional and inferior;
women are apt to view men as arrogant, insensitive
The expectation of friendship in the
and childish.
marriage is infrequent.
This writer is particularly helpful in his breakTo these

down of kinds of daughters found in these families.

groups he gives the names "rebels”, "accommodators" and

"achievers".

When describing the four women in the study

found it useful to bear these categories in mind.

I

The "rebels

sexually
he sees as troubled, school drop-cuts who "act out"

from an early age and who generally come from

highly dis-

organized households of undereducated laborers".

The "accommo-

are those of a more
dators", who comprise the largest group,

"tradition-endorsing homes
conventional outlook, coming from
g

ethnic enclaves".
such as those maintained in stable

Ke found

neighborhoods themselves endorse
that for this proup the stable

^Arthur B, Shostak, Blue Collar
Random House, 1969 )> P» 12/.
^Ibid

.

,

p.

130.

Life, (Hew York.

9

a sex code that helps to regulate conduct
and set

Units,

Ihe "achievers", a ruch smaller group than
the one Just

mentioned are, or course, those

v/hose motivation,

self-

definition and sfo strength allow then often to move upward,
generally doing so by educational means, less often by marriage.
For Shostak, the characteristics which define mem-

bership in this world are:

"foreign stock" origin, moderate

educational attainment, blue-collar origins and Catholic
origins and he makes claim that as of 1969 they comprised
65^ of this country’s population.

The women

I

have chosen are from these "traditional"

working-class families, characterized, according to Shostak, by
an ingrained separation among members, a
strained silence and a superficial self-sufficiency.
Living very much the way most blue collarites did
fifty years ago, the large segment of today’s blue
collar strata is marked by poverty of spirit as well
as means
",

,

,

.

This "poverty of spirit" does not accrue from out of
the blue.

It

is

a

condition generated by American society.

Two writers who address the problem of this kind of depriva-

tion are Sennett and Cobb,

They write about the "badges of

ability" by which we live in America,

It is,

they feel,

epitomized for one thing by the IQ tests which show fewer and
fewer people having ability.

9

Ibid, p. 132.

The uneasy implication in all of

10

this, they feel, is that only the few can

knov;

themselves,

can see themselves as distinctive individuals.

words,

In other

The creation of badges of ability requires the mass

to be invisible men.

The blue collar people interviewed

by this pair of researchers felt that society had limited

their freedom to develop powers inside themselves, a hurt
they deemed worse than the limitation put on how much money
they could earn.
Yet, the fact of earning less money than professionals and the middle-class is still another injury for members
of this group.

Levison, in his study, finds that 60 % of all

Americans can be considered as being in the working

class.

Of this number 85 # earned an average of $9,500 in 1970.

Department figures cite for 1974

a

Labor

"low" level of $7,386 and

an Intermediate" level of $11,466 for a family of four to

maintain itself ,
When it comes to economic statistics for families

headed by females, the figures are much more grim:
I 960

,

Whereas in

1,916,000 female-headed families were living in poverty,

10

Richard Sennett and Jonathan Cobb, The Hidden
Injuries of Class (New York: Random House, 1972), p. 68.
11

Levison, Working Class Majority

,

p.

71.

11

by 197*4 that number had increased by

2,193,000.

cr a total of

H»JS,

During that same period poor husband-wife families

declined by 59£.

Ross and Sawhill find that, "Focussing on

families with children, the shift is even more dramatic, re-

vealing that the majority of poor families with children are
now female-headed.”

12

Research for their book revealed that female-

headed families are growing two and

husband-wife families.

They add:

a

half times as fast as

"15% of all families with

children are now female-headed, up from
Census, P, 20, nos. 106 and 276, tables

9. l l% in
*4

I960 (U. S.

and 1)."

13

Injury piled upon injury, economically hard-pressed,

hearing often the sole responsibility for child-rearing, where
do these women turn for help?

For financial support, of course

they can turn to the welfare department.

For psychological

and emotional support the help is less forthcoming.

While the women’s movement has been of help pri-

marily to middle-class women, including those who find themselves as heads of their household, it has been far less
Ross and Isabel V. Sawhill, Time of
(Washington,
Transition, the Growth of Families Headed by Women
The Urban Institute, 1975), p. 185.
d'.cT:
12 Heather L.

1

^ Jbid
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interested in the needs of the women of whom

I

speak here,

Ihere is now available an extensive literature dealing

v.'ith

issues of self-concept, individuation, sexual fulfillment,

problems of ’going it alone', but these are couched for the

most part in terms accessible to well-educated women.

Also,

this literature reflects assumptions of middle-class values

not shared by many women from more traditional, working-

class background.

So that one could say, in truth, that the

issues initially raised by those involved in the movement
spoke more to the needs of middle than working-class women.
Many writers, then, who addressed themselves to

these re-awakened issues of the rights of women, largely

overlooked these 'ordinary' women

.

The bibliography grows

and is extensive, as it relates to upper and middle-class

women,

(Friedan, 1963 ; Hole

Millett, 1971

;

&

Chessler, 1972 ).

Levine, 1971

;

Janewav, 1971 ;

Research on women, stimulated

by the movement, has remained fairly narrowly focussed on the

college-educated elite, up until very recently when a number
of books earmarked v:omen from the wage earning class as thexi

target

When research expanded to encompass other groups of
women, for the most part it moved to the other extreme:
black
examining the lives of the very poor and lives of
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w °men (Ladner, 1971; Kahn

1973).

"A Welfare Mother”, pub-

lished in 1976, describes the life
of one very poor welfare

mother, a black woman (Sheehy,
1976),
We are beginning to learn a bit
about how ordinary
'

women perceive the women's movement.

Although it is per-

haps illusory to think of the "movement"
as a cohesive entity,

nonetheless this is how vast numbers of American
women do
think of it.

Seifer hypothesizes:

Perhaps the strongest resistance (to the women's
movement) comes from working class women - a
majority of all women in our metropolitan centers.
Equality itself, and certainly total self-reliance,
are steps for which the lives of most have not
prepared them, and are consequently seen as undesirable and threatening. 14

Despite this seeming alienation from the stated aims
cf the movement, however, it seems to me that many of the

positive changes occurring in the lives of working-class

women stem, at least in part

,

from currents flowing from

wh at might be called "the women's movement”.

The mass media,

television, magazines all aid in creating a climate where

women are expected to be less dependent on men, achieve
autonomy and self-definition.

Blue-collar women are not

immune to this influence, whether they are conscious of it or not.

^Nancy Seifer, "Absent from the Majority",
(national Project on Ethnic America 1973), p. 65.
,
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There has been concern expressed by many who are

involved in the movement around economic issues which
certainly affect blue-collar women in a particularly significant way.

Issues such as maternity and child-care

benefits, reform in divorce lavs, equal pay for equal work,
are of prime importance in these lives

traditional,

.

But for women from

’average’ homes, the movement at present also

causes unrest and unease, yet fails to reach out to them in
a

meaningful way

It creates an unsettling time p or these

.

women
i

Despite this, support for what they see as the move-

ment’s goals seems to be increasing among the less wellThe Harris polls of 1970 and 1971, respectively,

educated.

found that 37% and H3% of high school educated women favored
efforts to change women's status.
found a majority
the ERA.*

(

An early 1975 Gallup poll

53 %) of high school educated women favoring

This seeming contradiction can perhaps be ex-

plained by the force of the longing of these women to achieve
raise for
new status, despite the fearsome problems it might
them.

There is,

I

should state, a reevaluation taking

established
place currently among the leadership of the

*

American Institute of Public Opinion, 1975.
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organizations of the movement in regard to its
relationship
to working-class women,

reappraisal

is

One of the main reasons for this

the difficulty in obtaining passage of the

Ecual Rights Amendment in many states, including
its recent
defeat in New York State,

It Is now realized that workinr-

class women believe the middle-class leaders of the
movement
do not understand their priorities and problems,
l/hat

I

hope to accomplish with these four life studies

is to fill somewhat the gap in our knowledge of what blue-

collar women are like: what they think about, what they worry
about and, in their own words, how they express all of this.
It is, perhaps,

an imposed form of consciousness-raising,

should women from this group ever read the story of these
lives

.

For too long there has existed, in place of direct,

first-hand knowledge, a far-fetched image of the so-called
’average’ housewife.

It is my belief that, just as with

women of the middle and upper classes, there
as an

'average’ housewife in this class.

based on stereotype.

is no such

thing

These myths are

And the stereotypes are all around us;

just tune in on half a dozen old and new television programs.

Edith Bunker, the nit-wit, has been replaced by Mary Hartman,
the

'off-the-wall-kook.'

There are, of course, tiny bits of
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the truth In both characterizations.

The 'average' woman is

as complex or as simple as
any other woman in our society;

therefore she ought to be seen in
full dimension.
Finally,

I

believe that for too long these
women have

been denied the right mentioned by
Robin Morgan here:
The ultimate degradation foisted on
any oppressed
people is a thievery, of the right to "name” to
name ourselves and our relationship to the
universe. 15
ihis is a right that is only no w beginning
to be given
to blue-collar women.
r ° ur

This present study zeroes in on just

such women who belong to a special part of that population:

the ever- increasing number who are raising their families
alone.
If women from this group have an opportunity to

read what follows,

I

would hope they might recognize what

they read and say to themselves, "Yes, that’s the way it
is,

that's exact lv the way it is."
Then, perhaps, they can make connections between

their experience and that of other women in America today.
I

hope a study such as this can help to accomplish that goal.
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"Is Sisterhood Still Powerful?"
September, 1975, p. 7

Ms Magazine

,

CHAPTER

II

METHODOLOGY

Th© strongest motivation

I

have for engaging in

this study is a personal one, associated with my own life

history and background.

Bruno

Bettelheim has written:

A man's work must be permeated by his personality,
Just as his choice of work must not be due
to mere convenience, chance or expediency, but

should directly reflect how he reaches for selfrealization in this world of ours, so the results
of his work, besides being objectively purposeful
should also reflect his own purposes in life. 1 ^

Therefore what
study is myself.

I

rely on primarily in pursuing this

To the extent that

perceptive about what

I

I

can be sensitive and

see before me and to the extent that

my selective process is discriminating and fairly objective,

only to that extent will what follows be meaningful.

Entering each of these homes as

a

stranger, it was

necessary for me to move slowly and gradually, trying to with_
hold judgment and conclusions in order to allow each life to

unfold without the artificial imposition of myown
l6

values.

Bruno Bettelheim, The Informed Heart (New York:
Avon Books, i 960 ) pp. 11-12,
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It was certainly not always possible to be wholly objective

and

v/

hen that happened

I

would try to examine the reasons

for it.

Because

I

work as a psychotherapist in an established

mental health clinic in this community,

I

was able to have

entree to some agencies which might otherwise have been less

cooperative.

The director of the local welfare office at least

knew me by name, as did the head of the area community action

program.

After explaining my criteria and emphasizing that

I

would provide anonymity to the subjects, it seemed surprisingly
easy to obtain the cooperation of both of these women.
The director of the welfare office, whom

I

shall here

call Dot Cielkowski, has herself been part of the Polish-

American community of

ff'anklin

all of her life.

She could

not, she explained, give me names of women directly, but she

would be glad to speak to some women herself and seek their
cooperation.

She suggested

I

visit a bakery next door to this

office whose owner, she said, had also lived in Franklin
just about everyall of her life, was a Polish woman and knew

body in town.

This initial contact with Dot Cielkowski

warm support of a
was a happy one, starting me off with the
the potential value
women who seemed to agree with me about

of such a study.
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I

talked next to Mary, the owner of the
"Franklin

Bakery Association, Inc."

This short, stocky woman in her

60's was not as welcoming as Dot.

what

I

was saying.

However, when

She seemed suspicious of
I

told her that

I

could

come back in a week and give her time, meanwhile,
to con-

sider my request for names of women
seemed relieved that
the following week,

I

I

might contact, she

had not pressed her.

When

I

returned

was pleased when she came around from

I

behind the counter and took me over to a corner of the bakery,
Mary showed me a piece of paper on which she'd made
a list of eight names.

that

I

Somehow she had convinced herself

was going to be some kind of 'helper' for these women.

That may have encouraged her to cooperate. She whispered
to me,

"Don't tell them who gave you their names.

In this town knows everybody else and

know

gave you their name."

I

I

Everybody

wouldn't want them to

Besides each womaris name she

had written a comment, presumably to aid me, such as:

"Does

not stay home with kids enough," and "Needs help with five

year old daughter."
From the woman who heads the Franklin Community

Action Program

women

I

I

also received a list of about seven names of

could call.

This 50-year old native of Franklin,

Jeanne Michaud, did not mind being identified as the source
for the names.
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I

never did hear from any of the women who were con-

tacted by Dot.

When

I

returned to her office to inquire,

she then told me it would be all right if

self.

I

called them my-

She had spoken to a number of women and they’d agreed

to talk with me but somehow they evidently could not take the

initiative to call me.

I

had not really expected that they

would and was glad to be given the go-ahead from Dot.
From these three sources and several others, including
my own contacts in this community,

I

finally obtained the

names of about two dozen women who fit all of the criteria
or so my sources believed.
I

-

However, in contacting the women

had to rule out a number of them for

a

variety of reasons.

Either they had not been born and raised her or there w as now
a man living full-time in the home or they did not seem to

me, after talking with them on the phone, to fit the designa-

tion of ’’working-class

•

"

In a number of instances the women

were not interested, were too busy.

In some instances they

responded with annoyance to my call.
Surprisingly, for those women who talked to me for more
than several minutes, as well as those who quickly hung up,
not one asked where

I

had obtained her name.

I

interviewed

they
about half a dozen women in person before deciding that
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would not be suitable for the study.
One of the difficulties in arriving at a final

selection

ol

women is that

involving request,

I

I

was making an unusual and

wished to spend at least thirty hours

with each woman and her family:
VJ

I

hoped to be able to eat

ith the family occasionally, sleep over at times, observe

the routine life as it went on in their home.
It actually took less time to come up with my

initially hoped-for group of five women than
expected.

After

I

I

would have

had spent about seven hours with one
i

of the women, she asked to be dropped from the study as
by then a man had moved into the home and she no longer

wished to be involved.

My final sample, therefore, became

four.
In making the final selections,

things in mind:

not only would

I

I

had several

be looking for

native-

born residents of Franklin and Brackton, with working-class
origins and from one of the predominant ethnic groups, but
I

also wished to find divorced women with some age range and

occupational difference, if possible.

This turned out to

be possible.
As I explained to each woman, I would be visiting them
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for perhaps a period of one year or more,
stopping in for

pre-arranged visits whose length we could both negotiate.
I

would simply be present, probably with

certainly with a notebook, and
as

I

I

a tape

recorder,

would try to learn as much

could about how this family was petting along.

I

would

be interested in how she herself felt about her life now,
I

would wish to know something about her family background

and past life, a.bout her hopes for the future,
I

said,

I

V/here possible,

might want to interview children or other signi-

ficant people, but my primary focus would be on her, personally,
and as head of her family.

For the most part the four women showed little interest
in these details when

I

spelled them out for them.

accepted without question my statement that
their anonymity as much as

I

not at all important to her,

I

would protect

One woman said this was

could use her real name if

I

The others expressed no particular interest in what

vrished.
I

could.

I

All four

might eventually wish to do with this material.

I

had told

them it was primarily for purposes of a dissertation but

could conceivably be a published manuscript.
fly

ly

loose.

framework for engaging in this work was deliberateI

chose not to encumber myself with a rigid

schedule detailing specific amounts of time.

I

felt the study
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would no forward best if

could be flexible, allowing what

I

happened In each home to determine my
procedure more than anything else.
Experience proved that it would not have
worked
otherwise.
s

Often

I

would appear, even with an appointment

cheauled , to find that the woman had
tobe absent or that

something was' happening that made it difficult for
her to have
me around.
a fev.

At

tires when

I

thought

I

would be stopping by for

minutes, conditions were favorable and

I

remained much

longer

Therefore
I

expected

—

I

started this work with a minimum of design.

or hoped — to be able to spend at least thirty

hours with each woman.

I

maintained regular contact with all

four for periods from ten months to well over a year.
had to be out of the area

I

sent postca.rds.

When

When one woman's

phone was cut off for failure to pay her bill, we maintained
contact through her mother's phone and through the mail.
Initial interviews were somewhat structured.

necessary to obtain a coherent life history.
some topic opened up a flood of talk,

I

following my loose outline of questions.

It was

However, if

did not insist on
I

thought it im-

portant to follow where the woman led, not the other way
around.

In this I have been guided by, among others, Studs

Terkel, who says:

I

2*

*1

realized quite early in this adventure that
interviews, conventionally conducted, v:ere
meaningless
Conditioned cliches were sure to
cone.
The question— and— answer technique may be
of some value in determining favored determents,
toothpaste and deodorants, but not in the discovery of men and women,
I

.

Another writer

VJho

provided me

v;ith a

model for in-

terviewing is Robert Coles, who had this to say:
am working under the assumption that there still
is room - maybe a corner here and there - for
direct sustained observation cf individual human
beings living in e significant and critical period
By direct observation I mean talking
cf history.
to people, listening to them, watching them - and
being watched by them. By sustained observation I
mean taking a long time: enough time to be confused,
then absolutely certain and confidant, then not so
sure but a little more aware of why one or another
conclusion seems the best that can be argued, or at
least better than any other available.
I

One of the most helpful writers whose approach bol-

stered me when

I

often questioned to myself what

I

was dcins

here is William F. Whyte, whose apendix to an enlarged second

edition of Street Corner Society seemed particularly applicable.*
In this appendix he reveals the personal feelings aroused in

him during his long undertaking.

He also describes in wonder—

Preface to Division Street: America
(New York: Pantheon Books, 1962)
17 Studs Terkel,

^Robert Coles, Children of Crisis (Boston: At lantic
Little Brown, 196*1), p. vii
(University
*William F. Whyte, Street Corner Society
Appendix to enlarged second edition.
1955)
of Chicago Press
,
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ful detail all cf the experiences encountered in trying to
set up the project.
In obtaining a life history

I

have used Alice Rossi’s

’’Guidelines for Life History Interviews "

.

This includes

themes such as family of origin; demographic profile, in

which the education, occupation, work history and marital
history of the subject and significant family members are
explored.

Primarily, then, my idea here was to look at these
lives while keeping in mind the central, overriding fact of

each woman’s divorce or separation,

Oscar Lewis mentions this

kind of approach in discussing how he and his staff gathered

material for "Five Families”,

After listing other w ays, he

adds
The third approach is to select for intensive study a problem or a special event or
The way
crisis to which the family reacts.
a family meets new situations is revealing
particularly of many latent aspects of family
psychodynamics; it also points up Individual

differences ^9
.

How the mother - now the head of her family - reacts
her and the rest
to this event, what consequences it has for

1 9oscar

Library

A

Lev; is

,

Mentor Book,

lamilies (New York:
1959) > P» 18,

Five

Nev;

American
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of the family, what resources are tapped
to help in over-

coming difficulties, what psychological
implications flow
from this crisis - these were among the
questions in the back
of my mind as

I

pursued the Questioning and the observation,

My questions were largely
open-ended, allowing each

woman to digress and expand, to state her views
and amend them
as they became more clear to her.

home,

I

As

I

was present in the

tried to persuade the women that life in this home

should proceed as it would normally, without my presence*
I

realize that this is a large order as of course my presence

makes a significant difference.

Nonetheless,

I

felt this was

achieved to some extent in at least two of the homes, to a
lesser extent in the other two

Depending on each woman

*

s

comfort and lack of self-

consciousness, as well as my skill in helping to produce this

atmosphere, life did proceed,
the most part.

I

felt, fairly normally for

When children were present it seemed to me

that they behaved normally, as they would if
I

did notice that at times when

I

I

were not there.

was present in

the home without any aids to memory and simply chatted, the

information seemed to come more easily and sometimes was of a
more oonfiding nature.

When this happened,

down as much of the conversation as

I

I

tried to write

could remember, follow-
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ing quickly upon the visit.

Generally

I

used a notebook,

taking lengthy notes in a kind of shorthand,
times used a tape recorder.

I

On several occasions

I

This is a shorthand machine which

had used at one point in my life when

court reporter.

also at

Its presence seemed to be for-

gotten as the talk proceeded.
used a stenotype machine.

I

I

was a professional

It seemed a logical aid and proved helpful

in obtaining verbatim conversations.

At times the curiosity

of the children towards this machine proved too distracting,

making its use impractical.
i

It seemed important to me to minimize, as much as

possible, the Impact of my presence so as not to alter the

usual process of this family’s life.
I

For instance, while

wished to be present for some meals in the home,

I

hesitated

to bring the main course forthat might well have been quite

different from what the woman herself would have provided.
On the other hand,

I

did not wish my presence to cause the

family to be 'out of pocket.'

with each woman.
me than for them.

I

discussed this matter openly

It turned out to be more of a problem for
I

believe their assurances that it was

not a big deal and they were happy to have me join them.

I

satisfied my own unease in this matter by contributing auxiliary foods such as breads, dessert and wines.

At the end
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cf the study I will want to repay
their generosity in seme

Way ’

als ° felt Lt

1

c.-^iC-ren,

as

_

ir"Portant

not to bring gifts for the

did not want to be seen as a
'gift-bearing'

visitor.
As I have said,

I

and xcr the women.

oC/.ns

have used fictitious names for the
I

have not changed the basic facts

of their lives nor the description
of the condition in which
t.^ey

find themselves.

batim conversations,

observed life.

In editing the tapes, notes and verI

have tried to remain faithful to the

At times I have pulled together several con-

versations which may have occurred nn different visits hut

which logically fit together thematically.
cribed a sequence of events in which

I

When

I

have des-

was observer/participant,

it was in just that sequence that it actually occurred.

Occasionally

I

have refrained from editing passages of dia-

logue, allowing it to flow as

reader

a

I

heard it in order to give the

sense of the workings of the woman’s mind and the

connections that it makes.

CHAPTER
The

III

Setting

The setting for this study is a mill town in a

rural area of New England.

roughly , 12,000 people,

I

The population of the town is,

could be describing many towns

of this size in Connecticut, New Hampshire, Massachusetts
or Maine where, because of the accessibility of water power,

manufacturers of cotton goods built their mills at the beginning of the 19th Century.
teristic of this

t own

The most significant charac-

and others like it dotted throughout

the New England states is the river which flows through it.
I

this town.

have given the fictitious name of Franklin to
Three of the women included in the study reside

here and one lives in the connected municipality of Brackton, a city of 19,000.

One of the women new living in

Franklin, the birthplace of her ex-husband, was actually
born in Bracktcn,

I

will be describing some things about

Franklin's neighbor to the north, but unless so noted, the
descriptions to follow pertain to Franklin Itself.

I

should add here that residents of the smaller town travel
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regularly to the larger city where there are
several department stores, the area hospital, professional
offices and
four-year state college.

The mental health clinic where

a
I

work Is located In Franklin.
Up until the depression of the 1930’s, the
cotton

mills and later the paper mills in the town
continued to grow
sno flourish.

Built a tthe edge of the Winsock River in 181^,

the first mill employed only twenty five
people and had only
a

few looms and spindles.

Thereafter the major cotton mill,

Franklin Fine Spinning, added mills

#2 and #3 until by

the

time of the Second World War hundreds of people in Franklin

and Brackton found employment there.

T he mill owners built

red brick tenements either attached to the mill or alongside
cf it to house the workers.

Tenements were leased at moderate

cost to the employees.

Other industries also came here, manufacturing metal

products, paper, machine tools.

Limestone deposits in the

area were used in the road building and construction industries.

Large deposits of marble were quarried here also,

in the main by Italian and Irish laborers.
o

Towards the end

he 19^0*s the spinning mills began to relocate in south-

ern states, Franklin Fine Spinning closing one of its large

mills.

In 1955 the largest mill, which made fine shirting
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and combed fabrics, closed down.

n

’his

caused a major

economic crisis for the area, from which it has still
not
.1

recovered today.
Just two years ago one of the remaining large concerns, a paper mill, went out of business.

new industry has found its way to Franklin.

Very little
The Town Report

for the year ending 1975 lists eight firms under the heading "Franklin Industries".
V

T

hen the mills were producing thousands of yards of

sheeting, gingham and jacquards, the grapevine carried news
of employment availa.ble here to relatives of those already

here.

Those earlier immigrants had come from French-Canada,

from Western Europe - primarily Poland, Italy and the United

Kingdom _ and small enclaves of these ethnic groups settled
down in distinct sections of Franklin.

The Italians had

their area where they 'lived, often creating small patches of

gardens In their back yards.

The Polish families lived on

the other side of the river, closer to the small shopping

section of town; the French- Canadians coopted

a

part of town

closer to the foothills of the moutain which rises above

Franklin.

These groups still continue to live in Franklin

but the wage earners in the families have had to look

further afield for Jobs, going to Rrackton to work in
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electronics, chemical and shoe factories.

Some had to

550

even further to find a job, travelling to the county seat
cf Ridgefield, eighteen miles away,
where General Electric

has

a

large plant.

Whether because of the lack of employment and

a

general absence of opportunity here, population figures show
ci

decrease for Franklin over the past twenty years of about

5£.

The town fathers have not been able to induce new in-

dustry to settle here.

This is not a racially mixed area,

98. 5p of its residents being white.

Out of its total

12.,

000

persons, *1,523 are persons of ’foreign’ stock.

By far the

largest group of such are the Poles, comprising

39.95?,

French-Canadians representing 27.4 %

(

*

with

r or some reason Italians

settled mostly in Brackton, with a smaller number making their
homes in Franklin.
Since the largest number of people who work fcr a wage
are employed as operatives, when mills here went out of business
the repercussions were felt strongly by the families cf these

wage earners.
One of the ways we determine social class in this

country is by number of years of public school completed.

Franklin only
20

27,15? of those over

In

eighteen have completed

u . S . Department o r Commerce, Bureau of the Census,
1970 Census of Population, Vcl. 1, Part 23 - 485.
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hiph school, whereas for the
county as

a

whole It is 34 . 8*.

-he median number of school
years completed Is 10 .

for this

town as against 12.1 for the
county? 1 This suggests that
these people would find
themselves employed In production
or service occupations rather
than working in a professional
capacity for a salary.
One is very much aware, when driving
through Franklin

that it is a town in which most of
the residents are from
the working-class, even if one were not
familiar with such

statistics as given iicve.

It has

long been a town where

Democrats outnumber Republicans more than two to one, underscoring its blue-collar leanings.

Comparing incomes for the county as a whole with
those for Franklin, here too the disparity points to a town
v:ith

economic problems.

The per capita income for this town

in 1974 was $2,975 as compared to $3,305 for the county, low
in itself.

The percentage of those earning $15,000 and over

yearly is only 13,6? in Franklin, 20. 2£ in the county.

The

largest group of residents, 3^.7$, earn between $10,000 and
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Massachusetts Department of Commerce and Development, Government Documents Collection, May 2, 197^.
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15,000, with the median income being $8, 450 22
.

Out of a total of 3,169 families, there were in

1970 339 families with women as heads, or about
9,32% of

ell Franklin families being female-headed.
v;ith

These families

women bringing up their children by themselves produce

the least income of all, their median Income being $7,221
in that year.

2^

As families with female heads are increasing rapidly

throughout the whole country - by one-third between 1970
ana 1976 -

I

am assuming that the ratio holds in this town,
1

although census figures before 1970 did not indicate that
category as such.
As one might expect in such an economically depressed

area, the incidence of alcoholism for the area is among the

highest for the entire state.

Franklin, as a matter of fact,

has twenty eight establishments for the sale of beer and

liquor, either in packaged form or in bars.

There happens to

be an inordinate number of bars in this town,

22

Berkshire County Development Commission,
Community Data Book , December, 1973, p. 39.
2

Department of Commerce, Bureau of the Census,
1970 Census of Population, Vol. 1, Part 23 - 540.
,
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Federal and State aid coning into
the area is extremely low.

obtain funds.

It is difficult for social
service agencies to

The town of Franklin has voted
down revenue-

sharing funds for the mental
health clinic and only recently
has changed that policy.

There is strong pressure from the

hard-pressed home owners of the area to keep
taxes low.

The

residents of Franklin, perhaps lacking some
of the sophistication of the larger city of Brackton
which usually supports

social agencies, fail to understand the need
for such human
services.
i

One need not be very astute to understand that these

figures of high unemployment, high rates of alcoholism and
l£c*<

of meaningful opportunity must have a deleterious effect

cr individuals and on familjr life.
a

waiting list; many of our clients

families of the area.

Our clinic operates with
are from the blue-collar

Loss of a job and protracted unemploy-

ment are often precipitating factors in crises that afflict
families we see.
A dribble of Federal funds provides some help:

positions and Youth Corps funding.
outs there will be no Jobs.

many in line before them.

CETA

For most high school drop-

Those with a diploma will find
It Is particularly disheartening

when the first child In a blue-collar family to receive

a
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collere degree returns home and is
unable to find a job of

—

klnd » much less one in his or her
professional field.

carriage is
occur frequently.

a

commonplace.

Teen-age pregno.ncl.es

Many marriages take place because the
woman

is already pregnant.

This was the case with one woman out of

the four in the study.

There has been little new building in Franklin.

Construction of any kind is at a stand-still.

Rents, however,

are r.cdest in this town.

Eecause

1

rank li n is located in a scenically beautiful

location - that is, when one’s eyes travel away
from the de-

teriorating tenements and shabby factories — the lovely meadows
and mountain ranges above the town belie the economic
and

psychological depression that is pervasive.
As one drives or walks into Franklin, the sight

immediately visible to the eye is that of the red brick row
houses built over a hundred years ago by the mill owners.

Fhile they look neat and some even look cared-for, their un-

adorned 19th Century factory appearance is foreboding.

How-

ever, if one turns off of this main street, the viewer enters
a vision of an America of at least twenty years ago.

Here

the side streets contain one-and two-family residences, each

with its tidy, small front lawn meticulously cared for by

37

the predominantly Poiish-Anerican families
living here.

This area also contains a small business
section with a

variety of small shops: hardware store, radio-TV
shop,

appliance store, corner candy store, bakery and the
ubiquitous bars.

Despite the bars, the street has an unused,

ouiet appearance and at any time during the day there are
many free parking spaces in front of the stores.
The Polish church, St, Stanislaus, is located here

and nearby is a small park where in the summer the Polish

picnics are held, sponsored by the church.

The homes are

generally owned by blue-collar workers who might rent out
part of the dwelling to another family.
As one leaves Franklin via the main thoroughfare one

sees large, unused and empty red brick buildings, the former

thriving spinning mills.

A limeviorks producing materials

for chemical plants exists at the edge of the Italian-American

neighborhood, the gouged-out hills behind the plant revealing the white limestone.
The town has six churches, two for the Protestants

and the remaining four for the larger proportion of Catholic

residents.

Many of the Polish families send their young to

the St. Stanislaus parochial school.

There are four elemen-

tary schools, an intermediate, a junior high and a brand new
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regional high school which takes children
smaller, surrounding rural, farm towns.

.from

some of the

When young people

do mo on for higher education, most of them attend the four-

year state college in Brack ton
There is no movie theater in town, the last one having

rone out of business in the early 50 ’s with the advent of
television.

Adolescents can be seen on any day or evening

harming about on wooden benches, stone walls, in front of the
pool hall on the main street.

There is no public recreation-

al facility, the closest one being in Brackton.

It is not

i

widely used by residents of Franklin.

Public transportation

is minimal, with a trip to Brackton having to be carefully

engineered to coincide with the

fev

T

bus runs that occur during

the day.
The juvenile court in both of these communities is

constantly active, the probation officers kept busy.

The

middle-aged parents in this predominantly ethnic area come
to our clinic expressing bewilderment and anger at the be-

havior of their young.

Every time they turn about they see

their traditional values being assaulted.
the only

v:ay

They respond in

they’ve been taught by their parents: punishment

all
and threats, including the popular method of "grounding”,

away even
of which serves most often to drive the children
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further.

When we see some of these parents
in the clinic,

referred by the court or by the
schools, they are often de
fensive.

They worry that they will be blamed
for their

children’s actions and they haven’t
the slightest idea why
things have gotten so bad.
I'ost

marriages in Franklin are traditional, based on

role definition under attack elsewhere.
.

>

The young married

omen , especially, seem to want something more
but are not

sure what that is.

Those who still have Jobs work hard, dis-

play some anger at the ease with which they believe divorced
i

or separated women obtain public welfare.
As for Brackton, it has the same problems as its smaller

neighbor.

Unemployment and alcoholism are as high here as

they are in Franklin.

One hears worried talk that the largest

employer of the area, an electronics plant, may shut down or
move away to a place with brighter economic prospects.

Because

of the presence in Brackton of the four year state college,

there exists a transient population of young people.

This

tends to give an atmosphere of more sophistication and less

insulation to this city than is present in Franklin.

Brackton

with its plans for urban renewal, its department stores and

professional buildings, exhibits

a

still bears the look of the 1950’s.

mid-1970’s face.

Franklin
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Depending on one’s point of view, then, Franklin
can be viewed as a retrogressive, backward American town,

stultifying zo its inhabitants.

Or one can see it as a

quiet haven, a safe, unexciting place trying to hang on to
older, more traditional American values.

It is probably

similar to many rural mill towns that are home to Americans

with ethnic heritage.
transition.
cf things.

Most likely it Is a small town in

Franklin’s residents are caught in the middle
They are not ready to accept all of the difficult

changes of the past decades but neither are they able to
i

sit back, relax and pretend that all is well in this New

England mill town, on the river, sitting beneath the overhanging mountain.

brief DESCRIPTIONS OF FOUR women

FREE HECC

,

aged

*

16

,

separated from husband for

3

past six years,

Mother and father both Polish— Americans

Has lived all her

li**e

in Franklin,

Completed high school.

Husband from Italian-American background.

with five children ranging In age from

9

Housewife,
to 21.

Both

parents, presently retired, have worked for years in cotton

mills

•

MARIA. SCOLA ,

past four years.

aged

•til
*12,

separated from husband for

Mother and father both Italian-Americans

Bern in Brackton but has lived most of her life in Franklin,

Propped out of high school in 10th grade.

Husband from

Italian-American background, is an electrician.
full time in cable factory.
are from 10 to 23.

cook

Marla works

Has six children, ranging in

Father, before early death, had been a

k2

—
years.

PTI

'

^'TiO\.

r

r? I

aged 30, divorced for past three

,

Father French-Canadian

,

mother Irish.

Prackton and lived here all o^ her life.
school.

and

Completed high

Husband from Polish-American background, jockey.

Ginny works full time as waitress.
6

Born in

Father works

3.

Has three sons, age d

8,

road maintenance for City of

or.

Prackton.

•

•

•

•

•

I

«T0/

half years.

1.1,1,

PRAUh

.

aged 25, divorced for past two and a

Both parents from Polish-American background.

Born in Franklin and lived here all of her life.
high school, has had one semester of college.

Completed

Ex-husband

from German-American background, presently unemployed.

Presently housewife, but has worked as file clerk, cashier,
Mtl tress.

One daughter, aged 5.

Father, retired, worked

for years in General Electric plant.

CHAPTER

IV

FRAN SACCO

It was

through Dot Cielkowski, the matronly, white-

haired director of the welfare office for these two
towns,
that

I

found my way, indirectly, to Fran.

Dot had referred

me to Jeanne Michaud, the head of Franklin’s Community
Action

program.

Jeanne, herself

a.

possibility for inclusion in

this study, was not overly friendly.

when

I

She seemed harassed

visited her in the large, store-front Quarters for

this program.

However, she was willing to give me the names

of several women who might talk with me.

Fran’s name was on

her list.
I

1976.

I

started seeing Fran and her family in March of

continued to see her for regular visits through

October of that year, but maintained contact by phone up
until this writing,

A

total of something over thirty hours

was spent with this family.
On this day in March, 1976 when

I

first stopped by

to see Fran and explain what I wanted from her,

following an

bb

initial phone call, there was
still a wintry chill in the air.
As I waited for someone to
answer my knock, I locked around the
wooden front porch. Three
shallow steps lead up to it and

scattered around the porch

I

saw a child's stroller, a tri-

cycle and several wooden folding
chairs.
The house itself looked perhaps
seventy five years old,

Of no particular style,
covered in pale yellow asbestos siding.

Fran’s house is located on the main thoroughfare
which flows

through ^ranklin, close by to the downtown shopping
district..
I

learned later that in these tenement buildings there
live a

combination of Poles, French-Canadians Lebanese and others
,
from the scattered ethnic groups of Franklin.

It is not one

of the homoreneous enclaves as exist in other parts of Franklin.

Living here

I

realize that it is possible for Fran to walk into

town for shopping.
The door to Fran’s house had one glass pane missing

from its upper portion and was closed with a hook and latch.

Through the glass
towards the door.

I

now saw a slender woman moving swiftly
She reached her arm through the open pane

and unlatched the door from my side.
a slight grin,

She greeted me with

drew me in, closed the door, reached back out

and relatched the door.

I

thought this an odd procedure but

Imrred^a ^ely understood her caution,

A very thin,

dark-haired

bey with intense, black eyes, who might have been
eimht or

nine years old, ran up behind Fran in a kind of loping,
onesided gait, his left foot dragging inward and said "Hit"

Fran introduced him to me;
I

’’This

is Bobby n

,

and Bobby , when

had been lead through a narrow, dark entrance hall into

the kitchen and been offered a chair at the table, put both

of his small hands on my face and stroked my
ly,

saying "Hi I" over and over amain.

was not

*

I

cheeks repeated-

understood that he

normal’ and Fran, by some kind of sign language,

let me know that he was retarded.

Evidently,

I

thought, not

sc retarded that she wishes to speak openly of it in front of

him.
Sc many impressions were present to me all at once

that

I

had had hardly a moment to look at Fran herself.

most immediate sense of her
While she

vias

I

The

had was one of constant movement.

greeting me, leading me into the kitchen and

seating me, she was also doing many other things.

She went

over to the ref rirerator , reached up to its top, took

a

ciga-

rette from a pocketbook sitting up there, lit it, began to
smoke, Jumped up, got a sponge from the sink, wiped it, moved

over to the stove, wiped that - both appliances to my eyes

looking very clean — tried to remove Bobby enmaged in an in—

sistent examination of ny face - and
barely looked at me
v.’hile

I

began to tell her what

hardly asked questions.
cn the phone.

I

wished from her.

She

had told her somethin? about this

Novi explained

dissertation, that
v:ith her,

I

I

further that this was for

a

would need to spend quite a lot of time

visiting in the hone primarily.

She smiled very

widely and said, "Well, if you think you can
stand to be
around here that much, why not?

different!"

Later

I

It might be something

would learn more about why she would be

willing to cooperate.
I

5'

3"

.

saw that Fran is a wiry, very thin woman of about.

She walks with her shoulders bent inward, giving her

body a slightly humped-over appearance.

She looked younger

than 46, perhaps because of the energy and purposefulness of

her movements.

She rarely pauses to sit still.

At first

glance she appeared stern to me, the frown lines bet ween her
eyes adding to this look.
e<2,

I

found her attractive.

But when her expression bright enAs she talks in her rapid-fire

way, a sparkle comes to her eyes, her lips curl in mocking

self-derision.
head.

Her short brown hair is cut close to her small

Today - as she would always be - she looked very neat,

her white, cotton short-sleeved shirt looking freshly ironed.
She wore dark brown polyester slacks that had an elasticized

hi

waist.

On her feet were beige scuff slippers.
A dark beauty mark square in the center of her chin

suggests' a cleft chin, which adds to her
basic (rood looks.

Her rapid speech has an inflection which sounds slightly
’foreign’ but which

have come to recognize as "Franklin

I

Polish”
I

was finding

person distracting.

Bobby’s curiosity about my face and

While talking to Fran, my brain was

working, figuring to myself whether it actually made sense to
include in this study a woman with a retarded child.
it htt be too much for her,

contend with what
activity?

as

Would

well as for me, to have to

could already see was Bobby’s incessant

I

Wasn’t this a special situation which

I

would be

better off avoiding?
But the more we talked together on this first, brief

visit, the more attracted

easily, if nervously.

standing of what

I

I

became to Fran.

She talked

Her receptiveness, her quick under-

was saying to her, that quirky accent and

her articulateness were making a very favorable impression
on me,

I

found myself, despite Bobby’s strange ways, wanting

to stay in this home and talk to this mother.

I

decided then

tc discuss the situation with her quite openly, which

I

did.

Kcw would it be,

I

asked, for her to have a relative

stranger come into the hone fairly frequently, poking my nose
into her life, trying to get to know everyone who lived in
''his

home as well as

I

could?

She said, well, there were three

hours each day when Bobby was in school.

her then and learn about her life.

I

could interview

For those hours when Bobby

was home, of course she would have to give him the attention
he needed.
no,
I

But

I

could observe that, if

I

wished.

As for her,

it wouldn’t bother her to have me there as long as

I

thought

could take it.

Fran seemed to be trying to persuade me to include
her.

That in itself was a strong inducement.

I

•

was curious

to learn more about this woman who, with a child who obviously

demanded a tremendous amount, would willingly agree to
Fran then added, "You know,

spend this kind of time with me.
I

always wished somebody would write about kids like Bobby.

Maybe you could write something that would help somebody out?"
I

hadn’t said anything about writing a book but this was an

assumption she had made.
On this first visit we sat at the kitchen table and

crank instant coffee and talked for about one hour
When

arrangements for future visits.

would ask the other three women

-

I

.

We made

asked Fran - as

I

whether it would be possible

*19

for me to sleep over on occasion, Fran’s
response was clear
and

1

- rr

*

No » that would not work out.

nervous having someone sleep over.

Bobby would be verv

He is a light sleeper,

rears around the house during the night, dropping
into her

bed or into the bed of either Joe or Gloria,
the two children

who still live at home.
that

I

accepted that limitation, feeling

could learn enough in daytime visits.

•"lad that
I

I

I

was also

Fran could say "no" to me with no discomfort.

felt that would make our time together easier, for

I

would

not have to conjecture about whether something was ’okay’ with

her or not, as

sometimes had to do with one of the other women.

I

On my next visit Fran was alone in the house, Bobby

off at school,

Gloria, 21, is enrolled in the four year

state college, majoring in psychology.

junior in the regional high school.
home on this day.
and Nina, 19, and

Joe, almost 17, is a

They were both away from

There are two other children: Michael, 20
I

would soon learn why

they we re no longer

living here.
Mow

I

began to get a better sense of this dwelling.

The initial impression

darkness.
is

I

had received was one of clutter and

The idea of clutter is dissipated as further time

spent being here, for by then one has become aware of the

forethought that’s gone into making the home "Bobby-proof", It

is
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not ultimately possible^ Fran works at trying to maV:e
it so.

Because Bobby would ctherv'ise destroy everything he can
reach, all objects are placed well above his head.

Shelves,

refrigerator tops, cabinets, walls with hooks, all are crammed
with the articles for daily use.
The kitchen

,

at the end of a narrow entrance hall, is

the hub of this house.

It is the place where the family tends

to congregate, sitting around the brown, formica-topped table
at the end of this

long, narrow kitchen.

There is only about

four feet of open space between the sink and the stove, which
ere placed opposite each other.

Fran’s habitual position

is-

standing at ease leaning against the kitchen sink or puttering around between the sink and the stove.

The refrigerator

is next to the sink.

Off the kitchen is a small, dark living room.

In

front of the large TV set an over-stuffed, delapidated easy

chair sitSj in front of which is a small footstool.

sometimes will sit here, resting,

watch television.

A

Fran

Bobby on her lap as they

sofa-bed covered with a green, chenille

bedspread is pushed against a wall of the living room.
The windows in this living room are protected with black metal

bars, Fobby too often having smashed the unprotected glass.
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Numerous cardboard boxes, filled to
overflowing with

plastic toys, balls, games of all kinds
line one wall of this
room.

P

dart board with rubber suction darts is
attached to

this wall.

Pictures of baseball players are tacked next to the

dartboard.

All of these items,

I

realize, are for Tommy.

ihe space in the downstairs area is very
limited.

Three grown people and one hyperactive nine year
old retarded

child must use this cramped area.

Upstairs

I

know are three

small bedrooms and a bathroom.

Around the corner from the kitchen is

a

storage pantry

where shelves reaching to the ceiling hold canned goods, paper
goods, utensils.

Fran wages a battle to keep Tommy away from

that enticing place.

Whenever Bobby would run in there, disap-

pearing from view, Fran would be fast upon him.

If he wished

to reengage her should her attention wander from him momen-

tarily, he had only to run into this pantry, mischievously
grab up a can or a box of napkins and his mother would once

more be involved.

I

did notice that Fran keeps no breakables

to hand.
A small hack hall is another spot where Bobby often

runs, trying to get a rise out of his mother.

Dustpans and

brushes, cleaning supplies are stored back there.

This hall

leads out to a snail, grassy backyard where on a circular
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clothes line

I

washing machine

would often see the day's washing.
is

down in the basement.

Fran's

As Tommy is not

toilet- trainee, at least \'hen he
is at home, Fran has frequent laundries of diapers
still to do each day.
She told me
that at school ho manages
to held back his urine and at
school rarely has a bowel movement
’accident'.

It Is only

at home that he fee Is free
to defecate and urinate In his

diaper.

Occasionally he will allow Gloria or Fran to lead

him upstairs where he mirht oblime by
using the toilet.
I

began to learn about Fran's past.

Her mother was

born In Franklin, her father came at a very young age from
9

different part of the northeast,

Fran well remembers her

mother's parents, growing up in proximity to them.

Her mater-

nal grandfather had been a well-educated young man from a
large Polish city.

Poland.

His wife had b een raised on a farm in

Poth of them emigrated to this area from Poland

when they were oround

"
1

’/ears

old, met in Franklin and

brought their family up it this town.

Fran knows much less

about her father's background, neither of his parents being

alive today.
VJhen

a

Fran was 21

young man from near

tr.e

.

ears old she married Tony Sacco,

Boston area, who came to live with

a foster family In Franklin when he was 13.

Fran and Tony

5^

lived together up until six years age when he v;alked
cut
on her and their five children.

The marriage had lasted

for nineteen years, but for some years
before Tony left it
,

was on shaky ground.
for Florida with

a

Fran understands that he took off

young woman from Ridgefield, a city

about eighteen miles west of Franklin.

had been working at the

C-E

Tony at the time

plant there.

As of now there has been no official divorce, nor
a legal separation.

Occasionally Fran receives dunning

notes fremer editors in Florida who have traced Tony back to

her address.

Otherwise she has never once heard from him,

•

In her own family, Fran was the eldest of nine

children.

First came four daughters, in two-year intervals.

A much-longed-for son followed six years later.

In the

next two years another son and daughter we re born.

After

eimht years two more sons were born, four years apart,

creating this family of five girls and four boys.
Because she was the oldest and because both of her
cotton mill, a

parents ‘worked in Franklin Fine Spinning,

a

good deal of responsibility was placed on

Fra.n in

raise this large family.

helping to

Her father often worked two shifts

at the mill to help provide for this family.

Iran herself
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just barely managed to complete
high school.

Her father had

expected her to begin working full-time
In the mill when she
turned 16.
All of the children in the family
completed high

school.

The youngest son, now aged
22, is the only one to

gc on to higher education and is
enrolled in a Business

Administration course in
..ork^d at office jobs,

a state college.

one is a beautician, one works as

c_.eck out airl at a supermarket,
a

Her sisters have

another is a saleswoman in

J.C. Penney department store in Brack ton.
Of her brothers, the unmarried one, Bill, Jr., lives

o.t

home and works in a machine shop.

as a welder at the GE plant.

Another, Bud, works

27 year old Bobby works on

production at the Sperry Electronics plant in Franklin.
All nine Gaj dek children have remained in Franklin,

some of them living quite close to the elder Gaj dek 's home
up on a hill in the Polish section of town

.

The parents

now own the family dwelling once the home of the maternal

grandparents
Eecause Fran had so many sisters and brothers, she

doesn't remember playing with other children very much when
she was growing up.

They had their own world up on the hill
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ana she thinks of it now as a
"rood life".

The children

Picked mushrooms , she liked to
look for wild flowers.
She
loved goinr with ter father
hirh in the hills above their
home
tc search for the 'golobki'
mushroom called -pigeon- be-

cause of its shape.

When they returned home they would
put

these mushrooms right on the top
of the hot wood-burning
^

tov^ and eat them immediately.

She and her sisters aid

brothers played down in the town at the coal yards
and went
to the

V'

insock River to fish.
There

’was

little money. She grew up in the depression

years, having been born in 1931.

Her hard-working parents,

combining both paychecks and growing a lot of their
own food,

managed to make ends meet and always 'saved for

a rainy day'.

They planned ahead and tried to instill these habits of

thriftiness

in

their children.

Fran was always aware that her father was unhappy at

having one daughter after the other.
Pill, Jr., was born, he was jubilant.

On the fifth try, when

While waiting for this

wished-for son to be born, Bill Gajdek treated Fran as though
she were a son.

He taught her to fish, encouraged her to go

in for gymnastics as he hid done when he was a bey.

She joined

the "Polish Falcons", a gymnastics group started by her father
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8nd some other Polish men.

She also belonged to the Polish

troup of the Girl Scouts, learned crafts,
went hiking and
camping.

Fran never had many girl friends.

She recalls only

two that she retained for most of her junior high and high

school years.

These women have moved away and today, she says,

she has nc friends.

That all stopped.
That was my husband’s fault.
The
places he wanted to go ...I don’t know, I didn’t like
them and he had his own friends. He stopped it all
for me somehow.
lie ma.de sure he found excuses why you
couldn’t have anybody come up or anything. It took a
long time before it dawned on me.. Little by little
all that just drifted away from me.
but, by her own account, as a young woman she never

sought cut others very much.

She recalls with bitterness a

let of teasing from other kids,

Why?

I don’t know.
Maybe because you had such a big family.
They called you names. You know, like you’re not
supposed to have anything - yet when you do get something they knock you down for it. You met to the point
where you. don’t listen. But it hurts .you when you think
about it.. Like, if you happened to ro to school with a
new dress you would get those digs from the other kids
and you would get to the point where you would hate to
put on a new thing.
I remember, I'd been working and
I had saved up some money.
If you kept yourself on a
budget, every so often I’d have enough money for a new
dress, and I will never forget that Saturday night’.
This girl I went to school with came up to me and she
really threw it at me. She said, "All those kids in
ycur family and you come up with a new dress every other
week!" I looked at her and I said, "Hey, I’m working.
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hanc in my paycheck and I just pet
And she said, "Yes, I have tohand in
hell, she did have other sisters and
I puess she didn't feel it v;as
right
manage a new dress and somehow 1 was
lot of this stuff went on.
I

She stayed close to her family.

so much money.”
my paycheck too."
brothers and
that she couldn't

managing it.

A

What others might

say about her bothered her, but today she
doesn't really know
v;hv

this kind of remark should have pained her so.

She

brought this sort of thing up often when discussing
what was
hard for her as

a

child.

Today she senses a similar jealousy

from some of her sisters.

She thinks they envy her ability

tc juggle her finances, that she's been able to save enough
to replace a worn-out refrigerator, for example.

Her memories of childhood

mostlj*

concern the three

sisters who came along right after she was born.
is

Today she

closest tc her sister Rita, four years younger than she,

Eut even Rita she sees seldom.

She has drifted apart from

the others, some of that having to do with their reluctance
to vigit in her home, because of Bobby,

Before

•

Iran

began to earn money outside of the home

it was expected that she do

most of the baby-sitting for the

younger children, which she says she did willingly.

When she

began to earn money at outside baby-sitting, all of her earnings were turned over to her mother.

By the time she was 16

59

she vas working almost full-time
in the

nr*

11,

.She

says, with-

cut any indication of anger:

had to hand over my whole
paycheck.
I was lust
given money, what my mother figured
I’d need for
the week.
I used to figure out
what it cost me
for the movies and for my clothes,
and I used to
put *3.00 or $H.OO away a week.
It wasn’t much,
hut you knew what you needed
ahead of time and vou
knew how many weeks it would take
you if you wanted
a dress or something.
Ome in a while, like, Ma
would ^ know you really wanted something and she'd
s ,7>
going to take you forever," sc she'd
^
slip
you some, money. She’d wait and see how much
you’d saved anc then she’d give you the balance.
Like, say, if the coat was $ 60.00 and
you saved up
to $52.00, she’d give you the $8.00 because
she’d
know you wanted to take it out of lay— away puicker.
I

Did she ever complain about having tc hand over her

money?
bell, vie did complain sometimes,
He’d get teased by
the other kids that vie had to hand over our whole paycheck.
We just had to do thatjyou didn’t ask any
questions about it.
Kids today, they spend it all
and then they say, "Hey, Ma..." and when you won’t
give them what they want they tell you you’re crazy.
Like Michael thought I should hand over to him the
welfare allotment they gave me for him. He says to
me, "Hey, Ma, I want that $50.^2", and I say, "Yeah,
and who's going to pay for your food and everything?"
He calls me every name under the sun.
Even now he
resents it that he has to work. He figures, "Why can’t
she give me so much a week ?' Yet they blow it and then
they vi ant money from me.
Like Joe now, I'll buy him
clothes once in a while, but I already told him, "What
you want for ’back-to-school’ you buy yourself viith
ycur own money," He’s earning enough.
It Is hard to keep Fran talking about the past,

about
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her youth, when the present reality is causing
her so much

worry

.

Eut

I

persist.

She roes on:

Yeah, I guess most of the kids bad to do
it that way
lr. those days.
F'y girlfriends and I used to
talk
oui it, sure.
But we didn’t have to worry if we
K°t sick or something.
That was taken care of.
Like
me and my sisters knew , we knew that when we got
married, all we’d have to pay for is the gown
But
the rest, my father alway s said he’d take care of it,
you know , the church, the flowers, every thing
They
did the same for all us girls.
They told us, "If
you ret sick or you can’t work, don’t worry, that will
be taken care of, and when you get married, that will
be taken care of."
.

.

For instance, when you had your vacation she’d let you
keep that vacation paycheck. Sc, if you wanted to take
a trip you knew you’d have that.
‘So it wasn’t bad.
I
think we all benefitted by it.
I think we all learned
how to handle our money and stick to a budget. But the
kids today, they don’t learn that,
Joe cuts a few
hours when he feels like it,
Eut I guess he’s earning
enough. At least this summer he’ll be working fulltime at Zolta’s (florist shop) and he lets me bank some
of it for him.
He’s saving up for a car and that’s okay
as long as it’s his money.
When he makes more, like
in delivering and on holidays, I tell him - "if you
don’t want to rive it to ne to put away for you, put
it aside yourself iniead of blowing it all."

I

was to learn that conflict over money is one of the

biggest sources of friction between

P’ran and 20

Michael, who left this home three years ago.

year old

Fran tries very

hard to hold on to those earlier rules by which she was brought
up.

It seemed to have worked well then,

Everybody got together then.

or so she believes:

The aunts and uncles would
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bo aroune then, the ones that
weren't married yet.
l .ey all used to share.
Everybody p-ot tor-ether or
.ninrs.
Whoever found a Job would throw some
money
R t° nel P buy food.
But that’s all changed now.
It's not like that anymore.
I d say it’s just the
opposite,
I.I/ing’s changed for everybody
and the
kies go along with it.
;

.

m not close to anybody in particular
in my family
I would say.
I think that rocs out the
window when*
your kids grow up.
I don’t think any of my sisters
and brothers are close. We used to stop
up there, at
my mother’s house; we all would.
If I wanted to see
Ci my sisters and brothers,
I’d go up on a Sunday
afternoon.
I notice now on Sundays they
don’t go up"
'-'here because their own kids are
growing up. Either
the kids want to go here or there, or they
just don’t
want to come along. So thejr stay heme and take
care
of the lawn.
I

Eut for a while on a Sunday everybody seemed tc stop
for a little while to see each ether and Ma and mv
father.
And on Christmas and Easter we’d go up there.
But I don’t even go up on Christmas now.
When my
kids got bigr-er I figured it was time to have my own
Christmas .
Let the ones with the little kids go up
there.
My mother’s been inviting the newly married
ones, like Bobby got married recently.
But even if
you went up there you’d have to start three, four days
ahead of time with the cooking.
That’s when it got
tc be a handful!
When you start making pirogi for that
mob
I used to stand there and make then for days.
Firogi, that’s cabbage rolled inside of a dough. My
mother, when I was small, used to go up to my grandmother’s and help her before the holidays.
I

Fran, talking of the past, had a note of sadness in

her voice.

Except for an occasional call to one of her

brothers when an emergency in her own family forces her to turn
tc

them for help, she does not seek or expect anything these

cays from her family.
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Despite the ^act that she says she doesn't
expect anyt'

iir r

*’

‘

rcn her sisters, brothers or
parents, there is still a

of bitterness when she talks of their lack
of support

r.cte

cr her,
c.r.d

he notices that when she calls her parents' hone

asks to speak to Billy, Jr %> or to Andrew, the unmarried

sens, her nether will often not relay the messare.

She pon-

ders this: does her mother resent her relationship with her

brothers?

Is she afraid Fran will ask too much of then now

~h?t she has no nan of her own around?

wishes she could understand it.

It bothers her, she

It makes Fran pull herself in
i

even more, rely further on the two renaininr nrown -up children

still at hone, Gloria and Joe,

ouite a burden for them.

I

it strikes me that it night be

wonder now If some of this didn’t

make Michael and Nina want to get out?
talk

or

Vie

would cone back and

this many times during my visits,
Q

Fran's willingness to cooperate with me, her friendliness and lack of suspicion, struck me as being at odds with

her withdrawal from family and friends.

She had barely glanced

at the release form which I'd asked her to sign.

what

I

said about this study and her part in it without any

Questions.

I

learned that ever the course o^

Fran has had quite
'

She accepted

helping

'

a

her marriage

lot of contact with social agencies and

professionals, net only because o^ Bobby's condition
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but also because as her marriage
deteriorated she sought outsioe help from a child guidance
clinic.
In introducing myself I had explained that while
I worked as a
psychotherapist
?t the mental health
clinic, this work was being done
outside
cf that job and in connection
with the State University, nonetheless, it may explain her open
attitude. Also, since I was
net close, no harm could come to
her through me, she may have

thought

,

as it might through a relative,
neighbor or friend,

ihere was also, it seemed to me, an
urgent need to talk to some-

one about her life.

She rarely needed prodding.

The words

pushed out.
The central fact of Fran's life
Bov

retardation.
discern.

,

is nobby and his

Fran has no life of her own that

I

was able to

Her energies are focussed on petting through each

day doing what she has to do in order to maintain the
home for

these three children.
On my second visit

I

had met Gloria,

woman who is almost 22 years old.

a shy,

dark-haired

She is currently a junior

at the four year state college in Erackton, majoring in psy-

chology.

Gloria fell down about four years ago and injured

her right leg.

It has never been properly diagnosed, although

this young woman is constantly seeing doctors, having texts
ar.d

X-rays.

She v/alks with a limp.

During most of my subse-

6*1

auent visits she withdrew to the livinr room v/here she
either

rested quietly in the larpe armchair, napped on the sofabed
or watched television.

Often she played with Bobby, trying

to distract him while her mother and I
talked in the kitchen.

Gloria seems to have tremendous patience with Bobby.
Fran told me that in the years immediately following
Tony's departure, it was Gloria who was her main crutch.

If

it had not been for this young woman, Fran doesn't think she

could have made it.

When Bobby's demands become intolerable to

her, she will walk out of the house, leaving Gloria in charge

for fifteen minutes.

After this breather, she is able to re-

sume the burden once more.
One Friday morning in April, it was about 9:00 a. m.

when

arrived to spend some hours with Fran.

I

spent about eight hours together and

welcomed into this home.
nonccmittal way.

I

VJe

felt quite at ease and

Fran greeted me in her typical bruscue,

She was wearing a tan cotton T shirt and

plaid bermuda shorts which came down to her knees.
legs,

I

had already

Her bare

see, are thin, hard and wiry-looking, like the rest

of her body.

hours already:

She new tells me that she's been up for three
"I like to pet up real early.

ret a nice, hot bath.

This way

I

can

It makes you feel pood and you don't

po around all day with creaks in your bones.

Then you can sit
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down and have a ciuiet cup of coffee before he’s
up."
For Fran, each day is divided into
blocks of time for

various chores, and each moment counts.
a

By this hour - 9:00

“ she had cleaned the upstairs,
vacuuming the rooms and

*

dusting.

She had taken some chopped meat out of the
freezer

compartment of her refrigerator, planning ahead
for supper.
Joe had come down for a hurried breakfast before
taking the
bus on the corner to his high school.

After school he would go

straight to Zolta’s florist shop.

Fran feels pretty good about Joe.

He might complain,

but he does allow her to bank a good part of his pay each week.
V.ith his

earnings he’d already bought himself

good backpack,

a

a stereo, hiking boots and most of his clothing.

Fran couldn’t

see spending $18,00 for a pair of jeans but, hey, she figures,
if that’s what he wants to spend his money on it’s o, k. with
her, just so long as he doesn’t expect her to buy such things

for him.

Gloria was still upstairs, sleeping.

She’d had a bad

night, the pain in her hip and leg bothering her.
lives on aspirin;

I

don’t know what she’d do without it.

eats them by the ton."
a.

m.

"That kid
She

And, of course, Bobby had risen at 6:30

She had walked him to the school across the road and

here she w as, sitting with her cigarette and cup of coffee,
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waiting for me, the kitchen tidied up,
all of Bobby’s toys
collected neatly in their cardboard boxes.
haa vanished.

Yesterday's clutter

Fran was more relaxed without Bobby to interrupt

us
As we talk, however,

frequently at the clock.

I

see Fran’s eyes rlancinr

She explains that she's been wonder-

ing if Bobby's teacher will call and tell her
to come and pick

him up.

Yesterday , for instance, she had no sooner returned heme

from bringing him to school and had started to pick up the

living room when the teacher’s call sent her back to get Bobby.
The arrangement with the school is, if the teacher and her

aide find Bobby’s behavior impossible for them, Fran must come
and get him.

Fran tells me that she feels very lucky to have been
able - after Tony left and they had been living up on the hill
net far from her parents’ home - tc move down here in to wn

right across the street from the school with its special class.
This way, if necessary, she can run right over and ret Eobbv.

Of course it meant she could not leave the house when he was.
in school, but she didn’t mind, she hardly ever left it anyway.
If, on the other hand, he did last the morning,

would ro over at noon and pick him up.
planation,

I

she

Even with this ex-

sense that Fran is constantly aware of exactly
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Wh£t tir e of da Y
‘

lt:

is a nd what she has yet to do,
what might

be about to happen in the home and
whether she is prepared for
it

c.

not.

Little is left to chance: everything is
figured

out in advance.
I

am still learning about the past; Fran talks
more

easily now
Yeah, I guess I was kind of shy.
I stuck around the
house most of the time.
There were so many of us we
didn’t have to go out locking for somebody to play
with.
We'd do embroidery, knitting, crocheting, you
name it.
Gardening. Remember these Victory Gardens?

With her mother working days at the mill, Fran spent
a

let of time around ’Bobchi', her grandmother, who taught

her skills with the needle.

The children didn't see their

parents during the week very much.
My father worked two jobs, one at the spinning machine
on one shift and if they were short, another shift
would call him. He had to. He had so many kids, so
he worked two jobs until he retired.
But he raised
us kids pretty good.
We had whatever we needed.
My
mother worked the day shift, from 7:00 to 3:00 and
my father worked the night shift, from 11:00 to 7:00.
But I remember we'd be watching the clock because we'
be wishing my mother would come home.
We'd start
counting, we'd think when we'd count up to a certain
number that she'd be there.
I think everybody was in
that routine, all of us kids. But she never wanted
to leave the three little ones alone, so I had a study
period the first period and I would stay home there
It was o. k. with the school.
until my father came home.
•

As we talked on this morning, it was about 10:15 when

Gloria came limping down from upstairs.

She glanced at me
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shyly, her dark brov:n eyes alight with
intelligence.
no^ enter our conversation.

She discussed her plans for the

cay, briefly, with her mother.

into Erackton.

a

Shortly she would take the bus

She had an appointment with Mr. Growkowski, the

rehabilitation counselor.
once

She did

Where before he was only in Brackton

week and the remaining days in Ridgefield, the county

seat, he had now been reassigned to Brackton for five days a week,
-here is a heavy load of clients in the area who need his help

in getting retraining, in seeking help with employment.

Gloria

will be talking with him about what financial assistance they
mis-ht mive her,

college.

before she signs up for Pall courses at the

Today she has a class in psychology, one in biology

and another in sociology.

Gloria is compactly built,

young woman with square shoulders.

mother’s slight frame.

When

I

a

solid

She does not have her

inquire, Fran says oh yeah,

Gloria looks exactly like her father.
There was still time before the morning bus would be

making its trip into Brackton.

Gloria poured herself

a

tall

glass of milk, made herself a sandwich of American cheese with
a slice of tomato on white bread and carried it into the living

room,

When she left the kitchen, Fran said, "Gloria thinks

it’s neat that you’re interviewing me.

Of course she’s

interested in things like this because she’s taking sociology
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and psychology
vjon’t say

,

Joe probably thinks It's queer,

nuch when you're around."

as yet met 1? year old Joe.

when

I

lie

Up to this time

probably
had not

I

He was seldom at home, at least

w as there,
i<ran

made little of the fact that she was a
subject

in a research study.

Nor did she show much interest in me as

myself, net the interviewer.

Of all four women, she displayed

the least interest in learning about me and my life,

later, when

I

told her

I

Months

would be needing some surgery on my

knee for repair of a torn cartilege, she became very interested,
i

offering suggestions, advice, relating Gloria’s experience with
various orthopedic doctors in the area.
Often while

I

was present Fran would occupy herself

with preparing food for meals coming up, but she would have
had all of her housekeeping chores done for the day by the
time

I

arrived.

Nor did she encourage me to accompany her

ana Gloria on their trips "downstreet " to do some marketing or

shopping,

had asked if that would be possible but nothing

I

ever came of my inquiry,

I

sensed that Fran would prefer to

keep our interaction confined to the home.

We would take

walks together around the block, Bobby being pushed in

stroller or

I

a

might accompany her to pick the child up at school.

None of her relatives appeared at her home during the
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times of my visits.

On several occasions her mother
phoned.

While talking with her, Fran would he
engaged in about three

other things at the same time, carrying
the phone extension
along with her as she wiped up
counters around the sink, cleaned
ound the otove burners, straightened
up whatever was in her
reach.

It was hard for her to simply stand
still, talking.

On

th.j_s

day, around 11:00 a. m., Gloria gathered up

seme books, her pocketbook and slipped
into a lightweight navy

blue windbreaker.

When she had murmured

a soft

"goodbye" and

closed the door behind her, Fran told me how sorry she felt
fc^ Gloria.

Her leg is all out of whack, you can hear her

joints when she walks

.

She has had phlebitis, been on and off

crutches, sometimes walks with a cane when the pain gets to
be too much for her.

She is one year behind in her college

career, losing the prior year when she was out sick a lot.

Following high school, she had gone away to attend the state
university and lived in the dorms.
had to return hone.

Eut after she fell she

Fran is sorry, she says, as she thinks

the young woman is too tied to her home, has few friends,

assumes too much of the responsibility for helping out with

Bobby
Fran is obviously very proud of this daughter.
senses a strong, solid attachment between the two women.

One
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because Gloria is dutiful, respectful and helpful
she receives
her mother’s full approval.
°' u

P raise

r° r

-

In direct contrast to her words

Gloria and Joe are her condemnatory remarks

about the two absent children, the rebellious ones
out of the home.

Yet

I

v;ho

are

found myself worrying about Gloria.

Her life, like her mother’s, seems to revolve solely around
t^is house when she is not at school.

She sees no friends

after class, has no social life that

I

Hcbody ever phoned to speak to her.

Her amusement seems to be

was able to discern.

an occasional movie with her mother, a walk into town, playing

with Bobby, talking with her brother and mother.
Fran removed

a

plastic container from the refrigera-

tor that contained seme left-over

*

Sloppy Joe’ mix, a combina-

tion of chopped meat, tomato sauce and spices.
it ready for Bobby’s

She was getting

At about 11:55 she turned the gas

lunch.

off on the range, put a cover on the simmering meat and said,
’’V.’e’ve

got to get Bobby now."

sweater over her T shirt.

She threw a light grey cardigan

As we walked out of the kitchen,

noticed her glance rake in what

v/as

I

on the tables, chairs.

She removed a container of milk that had been sitting on the

table.

Following suit,

I

gathered up my tape recorder and note-

books and put them on a shelf In a living room cabinet.
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Fran had been talking to me about
her parents,
how neither of then had gone beyond
the 6th grade, begin-

ning to work full-time in the
mill by the time they were
twelve.
That was the custom in most of the
Polish-American
families living around here at that time.

So it was that

when Fran reached 16 her father began
to urge her to quit
school and work full-time.
this large family.

They could use her income for

Besides, he couldn’t see why a girl

needed an education.

Fran was desolate.

go^ng to school and was a good student.

She really liked

She used to think

she’d like to be a secretary, work in a nice office.

Her

mother came to her support at this time and with the cooperation of the school principal, they worked out a plan.
Her father would allow her to complete high school
if she would work seven hours a day at the mill.

this she said, wry ly

:

’’You

About

get up in the morning, you go to

school, run home from school, go over to the mill, go to
bee, get up, go to school.

That’s why

I

can’t see some of

these kids that work their way through school.

It's too much

cf a g-rind for a kid that age."

Obviously, Fran was one of the "accommodaters"

described by Shostak.

parents outright.

She doesn't recall every defying her

VJhen they

said she had to be in on week-ends

7

by 12:00 midnight, she alvrays showed
up by then.
ole n’t do much dating as an adolescent.

But she

She had those two

close girlfriends and with them she would
go to the Polish

Hall on Saturday nights for dances,
the jitterbuging mixed
in with the Polish polkas, which she
loved.
It was in the mill that she met
Tony, when she was
17 and he was
ti*ree j/ears

20.

They dated very steadily over the next

and then, when he was about to be shipoed over-

seas after he’d joined the Army, they decided to get married,

fony had been born in an industrial city near Boston.

When

his mother died three years after he was born, his father

turned him and a younger, year old brother, over to the State
as wards.

Thereafter he lived in one foster home after the

other, ending up at the age of 13, with a family in Franklin.

Both of Tony's parents were Italian-Americans

.

His

father had been a laborer employed In various factories, as

Fran understands It.

VJhen Tony was

in 10th grade, he quit

school and went to work full-time in Franklin Fine Spinning.
V

T

ork slackened off there, jobs were hard to find, so he joined

the Service and was about to be sent to Korea.

Fran puts their decision to marry this way:

"We

thought we would wait ’till he got back from Korea, but when
we thourht about it we said ’What the heck* and we got married.

7
I

uas able to collect his paycheck from
the rovermr.ent.

put the money In the bank because

I

'I

I

stayed at home and lived

with my mother and father."
r

V.

hen Tony returned from Korea after
about a year,

tney lived for a tine in Provincetown,
Massachusetts.
is

the only time Fran has lived away from F
ra nklin.

This

She was

rlad to return, moving back ahead of Tony,
in order to give

birth to their first child, Gloria,
Michael

,

a

One year later came

year later Nina; four years later Joe and

year interval before the last child, Bobby, was born.

a seven

When

Ecbbv was about three years old, after one last, violent
flareup, Tony walked out the door.

Following Tony’s desertion, Fran became
of Aid to Families with Dependent Children.

become 18 they

sr:

a recipient

When children

no longer considered dependent and are

stricken from the rolls.

Because

of her bad leg, Gloria

continues to be eligible for relief and comes under the

General Relief program.

As

I

said, her college expenses

are paid mainly through the state rehabilitation commission.
In a little over a year Joe will no longer be eligible for

aid and Fran’s income will accordingly be cut down.
We continued to talk about these things in Fran’s

past and present life as we walked across the main highway

75

to a narrow one-way street,
approaching a two-story beime

brick school building.

We entered by the back door,
the

special class roor. beine In the
basement of this building,
around the back. As we stepped
Into the hallway, a monr-olold boy greeted us.

boy my name.

Fran said, "This Is John" and told
the

John grabbed my arm and pushed me towards
Fran.

She skillfully stepped aside
and drew me around to her other
side.

She seemed adept at anticipating
what might come next.
As we entered the classroom,

us, holding his teacher’s hand.

hobby walked over to

He looked tired, I thought.

He eyes were not the bright, alert,
black berries they

usually resembled.

There were six children altogether in

this class, all with varying degrees and kinds of
retardation.

Children from the entire town of Franklin come to this class,
although in other respects it is strictly

a

neighborhood

elementary school.
The teacher is Kiss Darker, a young ’woman in her mid20’ s who has had training in Special Education.

Fran:

"Bobby was very good today, Mrs. Sacco.

pizza for lunch,"

She says to
He ate his whole

Fran answered, "I guess what happened yester-

day straightened him out,"

Bobby likes school very much, hated

having to be sent hone for misbehaving the day before.
By nov; Bobby was buttoned up,

Fran had put a bright
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red woolen hat on his head, had helped
him into a blue cotton

jacket with baseball emblems on it, and
had gathered up his
home-made' orange canvas school bag.

Bobby chatted with his

mother as we walked home, one hand held by each
of us.

I

could

not understand much of what he said, still
not yet used to
his speech defects, but Fran carried
on a lively conversation

with him as we walked back to the house.
After Fran had helped him take his jacket off, Bobby

suddenly ran upstairs.
Fran laughed,

Soon we heard a loud banging noise.

"He doesn’t want to go to the potty.

He slammed

i

the toilet lid down to let me know he was not going to use it,"

She seemed amused by Bobby’s antics.

room, yelling "Tee - eel"

now and watch TV,

"Oh,

I

Fran said, ”He’s going to sit down

He knows that Mary Hartman will be on soon.

He likes that program."

program.

I

asked Fran how she felt about the

don’t like it.

talk about on that program.
T

He ran into the living

I

think it’s a shame what they

It’s stupid."

had already learned that Fran was puritanical.

She resisted any attempt to have her discuss her sexual life

when she was married, or indeed any part of her sexual history,
except in the most general terms.

She would slide off the

subject immediately, avoiding talk of herself and would begin
to speak harshly of Nina’s loose morals or would talk generally
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abcut how young people behave today.

Fran tried to get Bobby to sit down and have some
cereal with warm milk.

He had refused the Sloppy j 0 e mix.

Fran offered some of that to me for lunch and

I

accepted.

Fe both had some, spreading it on too
of white sandwich bread.
It was not very spicy or indeed very tasty.

formal matter,

Fran ate her’s standing up while exhorting

Bobby to eat something.

I

put some food into himself.
for his

acre

Lunch was not a

and height.

was to see her coax him often to
He is very slight and underweight

He is about 4*

1” and ought to weigh

i

about 70 pounds.

In fact, he weighs around 43 pounds.

V.’hen

he eats he does not chew his food, something Fran believes to
be typical of retardates and autistic children.

The food

gees down whole.
V/ith

Bobby running In and out of the kitchen,

occasionally peering into my face, sometimes grabbing at my
hair and saying, "Bleach hair, Bleach Hair," Fran tells me
more about this child.

From the day I brought that kid home from the
hospital I sensed something. No, it was in_ the
hospital that I knew something. The first thing
I had the feeling that
I noticed was his crying.
I don’t know what I heard but it
it wasn’t right.
But for the first eight
was something In his crying.
months we didn’t realize that he was retarded. It
I
took about two years before we knew definitely.
had him in to Dr. Jones* and to Dr. Cartwright’s
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and they thought it was Just
colic.
It was incredible
he screamed like a wild
animal.
The only wav to
S r
1
I had t0 <i0 ny
hou sev:ork and carry him
around.
a?curd
K
pc
1 i
He °M
still
has that wild crv that'^ ,,k„ J
they
call it -Ori du Chat". Cry
of the kt?
,

In the past Fran has taken
Eobby to Boston’s Children’s
hospital..

The neurologists and
specialists in genetics there

'ould like her to return so they
can follow his progress, but
she is planning on cancelling
an upcoming appointment later
this year, in September.

The last tine she went, a Red Cross

driver took her down in his car but it
was a terrible ordeal.
Eobby was impossible to entertain for
the long trip each way,
the driver became nervous and upset.

Fran says, "Jimminy, it

took me a whole month to recuperate l"

Besides, she didn't

think they did that much or helped that much*

There was a

routine examination which lasted about fifteen
minutes and
ocne brain scans.

Nobody talked with her, nobody gave her any

advice on how to manage this child.

"Well," she continues,

°hey really don't know very much about that syndrome, they

only discovered it a little while ago."
Yet she worries that she ought to be doing more for

Hobby.

She knows that in this community there is an organi-

zation called The Brackton Association for Retarded Citizens.
They not only run a clinical nursery school - which Eobby

attended when he was younger - but they sponsor discussion
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groups so parents can talk toget
h * r about things that bother
them.
She herself finds it difficult
to ret around without
8 ° ar an ° doea not take
P £rt iri meetings of this group.
She
Is

looking forward , this coming summer,
to having Bobby attend

the day camp program which
they run.

He went last summer and

remembers it as a place to have fun.
V/hen

talking with me about Bobby and the special

problems he presents for her

self-pitying

.

,

Fran is matter-of-fact, not

It seems to b e a Job

that is before her and one
i

which she must do,
ness of her life.
Huh,

I

rarely heard her complain about the hard-

One time

I

heard her say, with a rueful smile

sometimes ponder what it would be like not to
have kids around? I don't know what it’s like to come
downstairs in the morning and not trip over toys and
have Junk lying all around,
I wish I knew what it was
like.
I mentioned it to Dr. Jones and he said, "Fran,
you would hate it, you wouldn’t know what to do with
yourself," But as long as I can remember there has
always been diapers, bottles, toys, paper.
It would
be good to come down in the morning and not have something out of place, not be behind in the ironing, be
able to open a drawer or open a refrigerator and not
have someth! nr fall out on you*,"
I

Che says all of this with a mocking grin.
v.

I

ask,

as there ever a tine when she was vrithout kids around?

Well., maybe that year Tony was overseps, but that
was it.
My mother had Andrew when Ton'as in Korea.
I was living at home and I had to help
ke care of
the baby,
Co
no, I guess I have neve been in a
house without kids."
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It is close to 2:00 p. m. now.

creasingly difficult to talk.

It has become in-

Bobby has gotten hold of

some newspaper and is tearing
the sheets up into long,

even strips.

Taking each long strip, he then tears
that

up into small squares.

She says,

laughing, "Oh, you should have seen
250 green

napkins the other day*"
memory.

Fran watches Bobby with equanimity.

She is really amused at the

"Mrs. Kelly was here (a teacher for the summer

camp program).

walked that way

She said something and

Next thing,

,

I

I

look and

turned around and
I

see the whole

i

kitchen is covered with those 250 green napkins I"
Now

I

think

I

will try to distract

him a sheaf of stenotype paper,

Bobby.

I

hand

Fran takes some of it

from him and says, "Come on, Bobby, I'll make a streamer
for you.

Let's wrap you up like a little package with

this white paper,"

loves it.

Fran is playful with him and

He jumps up and down in excitement.

the excitement spills over.
to contain it.

lie

Bobbjr

Eut quickly

very visibly is unable

He loses control, runs over to the front

door, begins banging on the glass pane.

He runs back into

the kitchen, picks up a small red rubber ball and throws
it out of the open pane in the door.

crying that he wants his ball,

He begins to howl,

Fran moves now and seats
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Bobby on the stairs leading to
the second floor.
"You sit quietly there, Bobby!"
she says In a stern
voice.
The playfulness Is over.
Bobby kicks his feet up

and down, crying "Baw - Baw".

you want your ball.
see if

I

"y es ," she says,

But you just stay there.

can find your ball."

"I know

I'll go

Fran goes out the front

door, hooking It carefully behind
her.

Bobby, amazingly,

sits there quietly now, waiting
for her return.

When she

returns she gives him the ball and he runs
off happily
into the living room.

Fran bends down and begins to sweep

up the hundreds of small squares
of paper.

he is back again, asking his mother something
do not understand.

’’Me-ro-ca, Me-go-ca?"

She answers,

Yes, you probably will be going to camp,"

She explains

tc me that when Lrs

.

I

Kelly came by the other day to ex-

plain about enrolling him for this summer’s camp program,
Lobby had become very excited when he realized that he’d
scon be going back there again.

I

was impressed that he’d

retained the memory of the previous summer so well.
In fact,

I

was constantly seeing evidence of Bobby’s

intelligence and memory.

Fran agreed:

"Yes, Bobby’s

teacher thinks he is more intelligent than children with
Down

’

s

Syndrome (mongoloidism

)

,

She says Bobby’s always
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got one eye here and one eye there, one
ear here and one

ear there.

He knows exactly what’s going on
ell ’round

the classroom.

He’ll be listening to her and he’ll
know

what the other kids are doing, too.”
-'ran

tells me that sometimes his hyperactivity as it

is described - gets overwhelming for
everyone around him.

For this the doctor has prescribed
medication.
these pills three or four times a day.

He takes

Fran tells me:

Ihat thorazine quiets him down.
If we try to give
him a higher doze, though, he gets worse. He’ll
have tantrums. With a smaller dose he’s more active,
but the other way he’s more miserable.
He fights
it, or something,
I think what he resents is, he
sees the other kids around and he can’t play with
then,
I told him that if he stopped hitting and
biting and kicking and pinching, then he could play
with the other children.
I told him that’s the
only reason he can’t play with them.
Like, if you
take him for a walk you have to watch, because if
another kid is coming by I have to hold cn to him.
You’ll be walking by and he’ll start pulling somebody’s hair.
It seems to be that he wants to get
close to another kid.
But sometimes he’s playing
and all of a sudden - Vrooml
It’s like an explosion.
You never know when it will start.

We go into the living room to keep Bobby company, as he
had kept poking his head into the kitchen, urging us to

Join him.

Fran lies do wn on the sofa and Tommy sits in front

of the TV set quietly.

”£11 in the Family” is on.

I

Fran if she can sometimes get a good rest while Bobby
watches TV for a length of time.

ask
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Yes - she answered - and, you know,
it’s funny
but sometiir.es I can even take a nap for
a whole hour
and nothing is out cf place.
He realizes something
It struck me funny the first few
times.
I just lay’
ccwn and closed my eyes. He’ll come
over and pick
on my tees or something but he
won’t do anythinr mischievous.
Sometimes he’ll even fall asleep too.
Sometimes I pretend to be asleep. I. .keep my eyes
closed.
He’ll come over every few minutes checking
As soon as you’re awake, Vroom’.
That’s the signal.
i.hen he starts all over again.
One time he opened
up the faucet and couldn’t shut It amain,
while I was
sleeping.
Or he’ll go watch traffic while I'm asleep,
or pretending to be asleep.
A lot of times I'll want*
to r all asleep. I’ll be dozing and he’ll he watching
me.
In some ways he knows when I'm asleep and he stops
fighting.
He Is always fighting himself, or something,
,

V

T

hat Fran has to!ld me is interesting,

I

had wondered

if a lot of Bobby’s activity was not being reinforced by Fran's

reaction to it.

He could always keep her Involved in some way

when he Is being destructive or aggressive.

When his mother

sleeps there is no need for him to carry on the battle. Somehow Fran Is not able to use this knowledge.

She continues to

enrage in the struggle, constantly.

Fran seems pleased when people express surprise that
she’s been able to keep Bobby In the home, out of an institution,

Gloria told her she had discussed

Eobbjr

with one of

her biology professors and he had explained some things about

mis-matching chromosomes In the parents.

This professor was

very much surprised that Bobby was at home.

Fran understands

that If the first child born is an "A” type, the blood gets

into the bloodstream of the mother
and affects the suceeding

pregnancies.

A

chromosomal analysis would show if Fran were

tne carrier or if Tony were.

She would like to be able to be

in touch with Tony to have such
an analysis done, as she

worries about the effects of this genetic
condition should her
children have babies.

Fran frets new that she doesn’t have the

time to read more about such things.

from Gloria,

What she knows comes mostly

All of the children in this family, except Bobby,

arrived prematurely.

Fran tells me that one day Gloria came

home from school all excited,

"You know why us kids were

preemees, Mom?" she exclaimed to Fran.
cur lives.
lives.

We could have been born dead, but we fought for our

That’s

vihy

Bobby was late, that’s why he’s retarded.

You should’ve only had one or two kids.

you were able to have five kids’."
"Oh, Gloria,

"We were fighting for

I

It’s very rare, how

Fran had responded to her,

break the record with everything!"

And Fran

laughs now as she recalls this conversation.
On this day

I

learn also that Gloria is diabetic.

drops these distressing bits of information casually.

Fran

She

seems so inured to catastrophe, to hardship, that learning of

Gloria’s diabetes is something she takes in stride.

While she

has very rigid and clear Ideas of what’s right and what’s wrong

with regard to the behavior of her growing children, she

Is not
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what

1

would consider an overprotect ive or hovering
mother.

A It hourh

Gloria’s knee injury occurred
almost four years ago,

’ran leaves it strictly up to her
daughter to take what steps
she thinks necessary here.

Pran does not insist that the doc-

tors do something for the girl.
On this afternoon, after lunch,
Bobby had cone in and
out of the kitchen often,

Me were conscious of him at all

times, Fran Jumping up often to pacify,
to offer a toy, a treat.

Occasionally
I

I

left Fran to do something In the kitchen while

played with Bobby in the living room.

ate child.

He is a very affection-

For the few moments he allows himself to come to.

rest he snuggles up to me or repeats his intent examination of
rry

face with his tiny fingers.

I

find him very engaging.

Her family, Fran tells me, think she ought to put

Bobby away.

She gets all kinds of disguised and direct mes-

sages from her mother and her sister, Elizabeth, in particular,
thpg-

as

she’s ’crazy’ for not doing this.

She says animatedly,

this subject seems to incense her more than others:
Oh, sure, sometimes I do ret disgusted.
I really don’t
know what makes me not want to put him away. My mother
I
does get nervous when she comes down here to see me.
think she’s finally retting to the point where she realizes
that he is_ retarded, but she won’t really accept that fact,
hike, v;hen she comes here she knows she should put her
pocketbook *way up on the refrigerator so Bobby can’t get
She
But she always places it there on the sofa.
at it.
naturally
and
has her pills in her pocketbook, you know,
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ha r° e s for it.
So she'll bo here for half a
minute, if
that much, and she’s itching to
leave.

Once

was sitting cn the couch after
she left and I found
k6n
int ° abcut a hundred little pieces,
and iP
lt°!h^L
sh00k ms U P for a minute.
I felt kind of bad that
Bobby had grabbed that.
But the next tire my mother left
her pccketbook there, it registered,
I said to myself,
lou knew, if Bobby had done that he wouldn't
have left all
the pieces neat ly in a pile.
He v;ould have taken it and
he would have thrown then up in the air.
And it unset me.
v.hy is my mother doing things
like that?"
I

.

This is such a painful area for Fran,
sc little help from most members of her family.

She’s rotten
They also let

her know, in small ways, that they think it’s shameful that she

should be on welfare.
Tony walked out,

They did not sympathize with

ter

when

Elizabeth, vounger than Fran by two years,

pretends that all’s well with her marriage, not wishing Fran to
think they are

or.

an equal plane when it comes to failing

marriages
Fran knows that before Tony left, he often hung around
at bars with John, Elizabeth’s husband.

Yet, when Fran tried

to talk with Elizabeth about a mutual problem here, Elizabeth

pretended not to understand, saying John never ran around, always stayed at home.
sister’s marriage

satisfaction.

her father now.
I

Nov;

that it’s becoming apparent that this

is in deep trouble, Fran gets no small

She’s not the only shame and disappointment to
Frown lines now cn her brow, Fran savs to me:

know Elizabeth’s getting the same kind of baloney
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from John that I used to et
from Tony.
P
That's
what the ruys are all saying
now, the- pick It ur,
from each other.
I think there's a lot
of

that
th * re
C EE (that s how
P™no urce° G.E.).
nounees
G
xony used to listen to all
those
0se
guys there.*
They’d
r ey
a sav
to hlrr-y nZ
say t0
Hey, lock, put your
„ Hfe
v:e - f STe, pay for
your room and board and you'll
Q t ° f your
P a y c Heck for yourself.
You’ll
ht
t
girlS 0ut » have the
for
n d

:

‘

_

^

n

'

'

’

‘

,

1

^

yourself."

^

Tony said that to me.
He said he would live with me
Tearoom and board and I could go on welfare.
I
a,
Hey, I’m not ^oing to live that
way’.
I’d have
more trouble with the kids than I
have already’" But
so many of the guys live that way.
They move’' in with
girls who are on welfare. They have
their whole paycheck and they’re having a good time.
We went to a
summer picnic from the GEE. I met some of
the guys and
their girl friends.
I wasn't moing to live that way.
But Tony started listening to a lot of this
bull, and
boy, aid it sound great to him.
But how about the kids?

With Fran's attention completely engaged with me,
I

began to sense Bobby's increasing restlessness this after-

noon.
is

At times Fran responds mechanically to whatever
Bobby

doing: bending down automatically to pick up the
never-

enoing squares of paper he's thrown on the floor, wiping
up
the milk he's spilled, filling the cartons of toys he has

overturned.

Most of the time she makes no comment to him,

simply follows him about as he leaves this trail of debris.
They seemed engaged in an endless marathon in which one wonders
v;ho

the winner will be

.

But now Fran, noticing his accelera-

ted activity, decides to change the routine.
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Hey, Bobby,” she calls to him, "If
you pick up all

pap^r and pick up that lollypop you dropped
ever there
I’ll give y ou a good boon!”
his backside up toward

’

s

Bobby giggles happily and sidles

his mother’s, trying to play the

game which consists simply of bumping buttocks.

Fran side-

steps him, saying he has to do what she
asks before she’ll play.
He bends over and with speed picks up all of the scrap paper

and the lollipop and deposits it all in the tall, green plastic

wastebasket sitting behind the kitchen table.

He then runs

over and vigorously backs up to Fran’s backside.

She bends

i

her knees so as to be on the same level with him and they "boom"

each other’s behinds for

a

couple of minutes.

ever more hilarious and Fran stops the game.
late.

Bobby is off on a tear.

Pie

Bobby becomes
But it is too

pinches Fran’s arm fiercely,

laughing all the while, then runs over to the kitchen window
and tries to smash it.

Fran grabs him and once again they em-

this particular routine.

barP: on

Pie

kicks and yells, hits

her squarely in the face as she holds him down, forcibly, on
the sofa.

"Boom - wanna play Boornt"he screams.

For the first time on this day

I

see Fran truly angry

She also appears exhausted.

with the child.
much

I

I

wonder how

have contributed to this, bringing extra excitement,

perhaps.

PPave

I

caused any of Bobby’s agitation,

I

wonder aloud.
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Later, when things quiet down and
we discuss it, Fran reassures me.
She says this is very typical.
By late afternoon he erupts frequently.
If J oe were to be in the house
Bobby's behavior would be
.ii.i-xcu, except t-h-tsim-'lar
T
that Joe's
patience
is slim and he'd be
apt to pick Bobby up and fling the
child
,

CCWn »

if he hlmself were being annoyed.

nand, has a calming influence on
him.

Gloria, on the other

Fran tells me that

rhen her mother stops by Bobby
becomes much worse, as Mrs.
Gejdek will not acknowledge what she

is seeing in front of

her and tries to carry on 'normally',
pretending that Bobby
is net having tantrums all over the
place.

At

that point

Fran becomes really tense, being expected by her
mother to
continue a conversation and irnore the frantic child.

Fran has various ruses and techniques for calming
Bobby down.
is

When Bobby is in the house the television set

on continuously.

snaps off the set.

If he misbehaves badlj*

,

Fran simply

This distracts and upsets him enough so

that he ceases the particular behavior in which he's engaged.
He screams "Tee-Tee" and Fran uses this as leverage.

more TV, Bobby, unless you quiet down."
"Oka y, Bobby, sit down here and watch

'

"No

Now she says to him,

Emergency

.
'

He does watch for about five minutes and is back, now

demanding some gum.

Fran persuades him, Instead, to sit down
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ano eat seme warm milk and pieces
of soft white bread.

Ksrlier he had eaten Wheaties, which
he likes because of
the sports figures on the box.

He is enamored of all kinds

cf professional sports and players.

Now he slides the soft

pep oown his throat, using his
left hand, shoveling it into
the left side of his mouth.

Up until recently he has been

cn a diet of baby food or other
foods which Fran would puree.

know that on this evening the family will have
a

1

supper of mashed notates and hamburgers, as Fran
earlier had

taken out a package of chopped meat for defrosting.

I

been with Dot since 9:00 a. m.

and

It is now

J

l:00 p. m.

feel unable to remain in this house another moment.
is taut, my whole body feels tight.

I

have
I

My back

sense also, although

perhaps Fran is too polite to indicate it openly, that it is
really enough and
V.'hen

the door,

I

I

I

ought to leave.

gathered my things together and started out

told Fran not to get up from the armchair where she

and Bobby were sitting, both of them looking all tired out,
I

knew enough about this woman by now to understand that in

minutes she would jump up and work on the supper preparation.
She liked to have everything ready when Gloria and Joe returned.
As I walked down the three wooden steps leading from

the front porch,

I

felt a mixture of things:

relief that

I

was
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leavlnr, some heavy-heartedness because

escape for Fran; yet withal

Pran

vjas

cne of the women

I

I

I

knew there was no

continued to feel rlad that

had included.

I

knew

I

would be

looking forward to seeing her again next
week.

Lolling over my notes during the
next week
that a disproportionate amount of
information
to ac with Bobby.

ran

‘

’

s

situation.

I

I

realized

was getting had

That, of course, reflected the reality of
But

I

decided to try to steer her back to

further recollections of her past.
It was

«J~e

I

came on my next visit.

was at the stove, reheating some left-over lasagna for

rcn

-

closer to noon when

o

lunch.

She said that today he'd be coming home for

lunch as he was excited about a stray kitten he’d picked up

yesterday.

He wanted to play with it for a few minutes, be

sure it was eating the food he'd put out on the porch.
r

v.

as only a ten minute walk away.

lunch for her son.

Zolta's

Ordinarily, Fran packed a

School was finished for this school year;

It was now the middle of June.

Joe was working full-time at

the florist shop, earning about $35.00 a week.

I

had already

met Joe but he'd barely glanced at me before retreating to
the living room.

Like

Gloria, he was very quiet when

I

was
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s

round , although Pran said he was not reallv
friends than he knew what to do with.

rrore

particularly of the opposite sex,

a
I

shv person, had

could believe it,

He is an astonishingly good-

looking young nan with dark olive skin, very
soft, black eyes
c.nd

straight black hair which suggests Indian forebears

says there are no Indians

ir.

Pran

her background.

Joe did cone hone shortly, a tiny grey and white kitten

nuzzling on his fcoulder.

He was wearing his usual light blue

faced jeans, white T shirt, heavy work boots.

He also had a

multi-colored bandana rolled up and tied around his forehead,
presenting even more the appearance of an Indian brave.

He locks

older than his years, his face alive and sensitive.
Fran’s eyes shine when she looks at her son.
obvious that she adores him and
teases
says,

hip.,

It is

believe he knows it.

She

laughing at the way he carries the kitten.

She

I

"Key, Joe, no kittens in this house.

kith Bobby?

He’ll kill him.

not in here."

Are you kidding?

That kitten stays on the porch,

Balancing the

Joe smiles, ignores the comment.

kitten on his shoulder, he opens the refrigerator, removes an
orange plastic pitcher and pours himself a glass of grape
Kocl-AIa.

He doesn’t direct any comment or remark to me and

hardly talks with his mother, at least not when

I

am there.

After depositing his drink and the kitten In the living room, he
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returned, took a plate from the closet and
heaped the hot
lasagna on it.
>.ith

about him.

I

uce sitting in the next room, Fran begins
to talk
am concerned and ask if she thinks he
minds her

talking about him while he’s here.

She laughs and says, "Oh,

he knows all this, I've told him enough about
it, and besides
he can’t hear anything with that TV up so
loud’"

Indeed,

I

notice that Joe has turned the sound up, evidently he
did not

wish to hear us talking.
^ran tells me that she is very worried that the older
son, Michael, is beginning to be a bad influence on Joe.

Even

without living here, Michael manages to stay in contact with
his younger brother.

She knows he has borrowed sums amounting

to almost $100 from Joe and this makes her f urious

She has

,

been scolding Joe about giving money to his brother.
Why does he loan money to Michael?

Well, she figures

Joe dees ask his older brother to buy beer for him when he’s
cut with his friends.

Michael.

Also, maybe Joe is getting ’pot’ from

She’s been looking around and has found traces of

the stuff in the lining of Joe’s jacket pocket.

cisely one of the reasons Michael left the home.
not have

’pot’

bringing it in.

That was preShe would

in the house and she knew that he, and Kina, were

9*1

school.

Joe has ?lso gotten into sere
trouble lately in
He had cut classes.
She didn’t think he wanted to

on to college, that wasn’t
right for him.

and grimy he gets the better he
likes it."

’’^he

more dirty

She goes on:

I 'm

always telling him, "keep your hands
out like this
until you get over to the
sink," his hands Ket s0
d^tj
Sometimes he digs trees. He doesn’t like
the
greenhouse too much. It’s confined
and he has to dig
cu. those little weeds from the
plants.
But he loves
-t when he gets to go up to the
nursery.
He loves the
rr.ua, digging- up the trees
and the plants.
V/hen he
comes home his eyes are shining.
His tools are all
cown In the cellar and In his room.
His room’s boobvtrapped.
How many times I have to send him down to
cuear out the cellar because I can’t hang out
the
clothes there on rainy days’
I thought he was in
business for a while, there were so many bikes in
the
cellar waiting tc be fixed - all of his friends bring
their bikes over for him to fix.
.

/.s

she talks about Joe, her expression changes, be-

comes less animated.
Ci-her two:

She begins to hark back and back to the

the rebels, the ones who left home, Michael and Nina.

She is hurt by that and must constantly explain her part in It,

just as she will explain over and over to me what lead up to

her husband’s leaving.
two,

I

was to see a similar pattern:

like Tony, did not live up to the rules.

own rules.

They made their

You can’t live that way, there’s a right

wrong wav and you have to know the difference,

these

v;

ay and a

"I used to tell

Michael, you can't live just the way you want to.

There are rules
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and regulations.

You can't do just as you please.

Gloria and Joe, who live up to the

ruler, -

..

or

for the tost part -

Fran cannot do enough; she will
help then In any way she can.

Fran can become obsessed with these defiant
ones.
If

let her, she would stay on this
subject for a very long

I

tire.

I

break In now and ask her If she had had any
desire,

ever, to disobey her parents.

She looks off Into space and

then the words come out in their characteristic rush:
ell, I did v;ant to go to college, but that was out.
1 did want to ro to business school, but that
was out...

V.

and she is off again, back in the present:
And my kids are the opposite, especially Michael and Nina.
I wish they would go to collere and they don’t want to go.
And today kids can get help.
I said to them, ”Hey, it’s
being offered to you on a silver platter, hy don’t you
take it?
You’re crazy’” I have to give Gloria credit,
though.
With all her troubles, that kid goes without this
and she goes without that so she can stay in college.
I
hope she gets something she wants
v.T

Again,

I

bring Fran back to herself at that age.

What had she hoped for?
Well, I did try to talk to my father. But he felt, you
know, you rot married, you had kids, what do you need an
education for? By the time Irene rot to high school I
think he got the idea that if the girls wanted to finish
high school it’s o.k, for them to do that. Llizabeth took
He felt,
an office Job and he crabbed about it a little.
You
up.
dress
don’t
have
to
know,
you
you
production,
on
can make more than you can in an office job and you get a
bonus

Yes, but what about herself, can she talk a little
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about herself?
an 3 "° od cduoatlon
after I battled
r=^"’ r ^ US t0
r?etthroUf’ h hl f h school I was
so
tired and T'd
l
1’
80ne day •••
you never know." Xt'Tllll'
-t w ruce to
toll
have a drear, like that
p,,+t
R
t
Ul d 1 take up lf 1 dld (r °
,
back
to | C hool’ °I ttoof
tM
k
thls
^
ouslness course In hitrh school
?°
and T 1?<ured wltn tha ^
I right set a good
office job.
iat never worked out
because by the time I round a
jcb ... was in production, and
then I started having
^as as scon as I got married. So,
between kids you took
whatever job you could get.

JT’

'

J

"T*

,

-

'"

'

,

Fran feels sorry she never got to use those
office
skIIIs she’d learned in high school.

And she’s a little

envious of Elizabeth who did get to work in an
office.
Fran knows first-hand is hard manual labor.

What

Talking now about

those years when she worked in the cotton mill,
she says, her

wide grin belying her words:
That’s no work for a human.
Qh, My God Almighty, you
ha.ve to work faster than those machines, and it’s
so
hot.
They pushed so many machines on you to take care
of.
You’re on your feet all day. Some of those women,
you wonder how they could do it.
It’s work for an
animal, net for a human being.
Her mother - and later, she - worked on the spinning

machines.

What does that mean, to "spin”?

Well, that’s where they take the warp and it’s on those
machines, comes on the bobbins. The rollers spin it
until it threads and then it’s made into cloth. There
are two sides on each machine and a couple of hundred
bobbins on each side and you walk up and down, working
on the bobbins.
Sometimes I did cleaning.
Like after
school it wasn’t too bad because the kids got to do odd

You dusted up between the bobbins or
sometimes you swept the floors. Or, if they had
a bad
load of warp you walked ud and down the
aisles and
looked for the big bunches because they would
break
and you would have to switch them around.
That mill
went out of business around '55,
56 - after I had
Gloria, I think, before Michael w as born.
But it was
a good place for a part-time job.
,iobs.
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When the mill closed down in the mid-’ 50'
major economic blow to this town. Some workers

,

s,

it was a

including her

lather, went to work at the GE plant in Ridgefield,

Even

then, her father continued to work two jobs, sometimes finding

part-time work in the small mills which remained open.

He

continued to w ork this way until his recent retirement at the
age of 65.

He is now 70 years old; his wife is 65

.

In this Polish-American family, there has been a good

deal of inter-marriage.

Of the nine children, two married

others of this same Polish background.

married an Italian-American.

Elizabeth, like Fran,

Rita is married to a Lebanese,

Annette’s husband is Irish-American

.

Of the five girls, only

Irene married a man whose last name is Polish and his mother
is French-Canadian

ing a baby.

Bobby's French-Canadian wife is expect-

.

If it is a boy, it will be the first Gajdek grand-

son and will make Bill Gajdek a very happy man.
•

•

Fran's parents were devout Catholics, going to church

regularly.

They saw to it that all nine children, in addition

to attending parochial school daily, also attended catechism

98

and received their First Communion.

Today Fran find it very

difficult to get to church but tries to
encourage her children
to do so.

All of her five children, except for
Bobby, went

to parochial school through the sixth
grade, which is as far
as it goes.

Fran is deeply religious.

In her kitchen hangs

an oval polychrome painting of Jesus Christ,
palm branches

stuck behind it.

A

the downstairs area,

from her belief.

number of crucifixes hang on walls in
Fran seems to derive much sustenance

She says that when things get bad for her,

if she can sit quietly in church for a while it helps.

Certainly, it is hard to turn to anyone in her family
for emotional support or relief.

To acknowledge need, in

this family, is to give others an 'edge' on you, the upper

hand.

For instance, Fran tells me:

Like if I had trouble getting to the doctor with
Bobby or another kid and I might need a ride from
Junior, Elizabeth would say to me, "Where the hell's
your husband?" and this and that, V/hen he left and
I had to go on welfare - there's a sort of stigma
attached to that, as far as your family's concerned none of them helped me out much. Maybe the boys.
Junior and Andr ew. And now she's just trying to put
up a front about her husband and he isn't doing
anything, not looking for a job, and they re probably
going on welfare. And then, I don't think any of
them accepted the fact that Bobby is retarded.
'

Whatever closeness these family members had as they
grew up seems to have been pretty much dissipated.

Although

Elizabeth lives down the street from the parents, and Bud and
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and his wife also live on
that same street, Fran
does not
believe any of them see very
much of each other. She
her^ell hasn’t seen some of
her sisters and brothers
in a year
v/ hile
she actually feels closest
to 4l year old Rita, it
is
to her brothers she turns
when she absolutely has to
have

some help.

About most members of her
family she says, "I

don’t care what the hell they
think but it does hurt the way
they feel about me sometimes.’’
The latter part of this sen-

tence,

I

believe, expresses her real feelings:
deep hurt.

There is one thing that Fran is
grateful for that she

learned in this family: how to handle
money.

Now, as we talk,

she tells me more about the present
economic facts of her

life.

I

learn that for this small, six room
apartment she pays

3110.00 a month.

The landlord actually charges $192.00 for
it,

including the heat, and he receives the balance
of $82.00 as a
rent subsidy from the local Housing Authority,

Fran receives a total of $^00 a month from the Welfare

Department

.

food stamps.

Out of this she spends about
$132.00 monthly for

Usually she runs out of money by
the third week

and they barely subsist that last
week.

Pood stamps do not

allow her to purchase taxable items
like paper products, cigarett
With her habits of thrift, Fran is
actually able to
put a little bit aside each week, for
emergencies.

This money
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she tries not to dip into.

She is about to buy a new
refriger-

ator, the old one being on
its last legs after ten years
of
use.
When you're on welfare, you
must pay with cash.
"You
can't get credit; if they do
give you credit, they make it

hell for you."

When Tony left six years ago, he
had run up

bils totalling $8,000 and somehow
her name got put on a note
he took out with a bank.

Now she worries that this bank will

onfiscate what little she’s managed to put
aside.

She has been

able to save $500 in the past six years,
Gloria, being over eighteen, is on
General Relief and receives $85.00 a month.

She contributes $60.00 a month to the

household and keeps $25.00 for herself.
Fran spends little money for her ovm clothes.

She

will accept hand-me-downs from her sisters if they offer
them.
Bobby is often the cause of expense for extraordinary
things.

For instance, she has had to replace two windows at
$29.00
each, as he smashed them in a recent tantrum.

They have been

replaced with lexon rather than glass and she doesn't think
Bobby can smash that plastic.
Three years before her marriage ended, Fran did go back
to work.

She had a job at the Sperry Electronics factory in

Brackton, night shift.

Bobby was an infant and Gloria, then

aged 12, bore much of the responsibility for taking care of the
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younger children.

It was too difficult
all around, so she

quit.

Since then she has not been
able to go back to work,
primarily because of Bobby's
condition.
Not only was it painful for
her to have Michael move
out of the house, following
their constant battles, but she

also lost the $50.00 which welfare
had allocated for him.
This son has always been, for Fran,
her most difficult child.

She believes, too, that the social
worker at the welfare office d.

swinger" , as Fran

mother.
her.

calls

him - encouraged Michael to defy his

"You're over 18, you don’t have to take
that stuff from

You can move out and be on your own," is what
she thinks

this young man told Michael.

Then, when Nina turned 18 she too

moved out, encouraged by her older brother.
$50,00 cut in income.

This again meant a

At this point both of these young people

work at Turner’s Outdoor Products,

a

factory in Brackton,

They

lived in the same apartment for a while but Fran has learned
that they fought too much and now have their own places.

Nina

shares her’s with a current boyfriend, a fact about which Fran
is derisive,

Fran would have, at this point, detoured once more on to
the subject of Michael’s and Nina’s poor morals and un-

acceptable behavior.

I

tried to keep Fran focussed on the

subject of her financial condition.

Actually, she says, they
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are better off now than when Tony
lived with them.

Things

had gotten so bad, he was rarely
giving her money to get
through the week. Bills were unpaid
then, causing her much
anguish. This is terribly important
to Fran: to pay her

bills and have good credit.

It is also important to her to

deal honestly with the welfare people.

She is sometimes

bitter about what she considers exploitation
of welfare paymerits by some women,

some families.

Me, I'm just stupid,
I’m too damned honest.
When Nina
left home I ran right down to the office
to let them
Know,
Of course they have to change your allowance
if there’s one less' kid around.
But I know so many
people who don’t do that.
But, heck, it's not worth
it to me to have them come checking around and
say I'm
trying to cheat them. My mother gets so mad at some
of those people.
She’ll say, "Look, they never worked
hard in their lives, not like we did, and now look at
them, they can just sit there and collect from the welfare office and we have to pay for it."

But you have to look at them and see how they're managing,
A lot of these people spent all their money putting
their kids throurh college and now they have nothing
left.
Look, the man next door here, he lost all his
life's savings. His wife got sick and he didn't have
medicare or insurance. Then she died and the funeral
took the rest of his money. He has to go on welfare.
What can he do?

Fran Is, obviously more tolerant than her mother, she
tries to look at the picture all-around.

She hears, under such

commentSj her mother's negative feelings about Fran's own

receiving of welfare checks.

But she is now a pragmatist
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Nonetheless

,

I

believe that one of the reasons
she

works so unceasingly at being
a "good" mother, keeping
her
home running in efficient
order, planning as far
ahead as she
can, is not only because
of her ingrained nature
but also because it makes her feel more
self-sufficient and makes up a
little for the fact that she
needs this outside help.
I

continue to be impressed with
her foresight.

She

laughs as she tells me.
You know, you just can't wait
'till the snow is on
the ground before you go out looking
for a coat or
or new boots.
1 ordered a snowsult for
Bobbv in
aS
year - The store keeper laughed at ne
y
but
t said.
<i
i
Hey, by the time they come in
again in the
winter I won't get my choice at what I
can pay."

L

you know, Gloria, she'll look ahead.
But Nina
doesn't understand about' that
and Michael doesn't
want to hear anything about it. You
could sit and
talk and talk and try and explain and
he'll just tell
you you’re crazy. Hey, his rent is due
the first of
the month.
His landlord isn't going to say, "Well
if you don't have it, that's o.k., I'll
wait for it."
When the electric bill comes in, you got to pay
it.
You don't wait 'till next month because then
there'll
be another electric bill coming in and you know how
quick that can pile up on you! You know what you have
to pay for your utilities.
You go over it.
If you
set up a half-decent budget you can stick to it.
If
you put a few bucks more away for something extra, you
can manage it.
LiKe.

Like some months I've goofed up and I'll be, say, $40.00
short.
Once there was this plumbing bill I didn't expect and those windows I had to fix. So you've always
got to make sure you have that extra for those emergencies.
I can't go out and just blow it all.
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Fran warns to this subject,

This is one place she

can feel really good about
herself,

°he manages

,

she copes,

not like some others:
I

have one sister who claims
she couldn’t run a
Stay ° n a budget
If she

somethiL^h^/b

^

^

sees
the
kid does^anf a pair" of Levi's.
I can’t afford it.
I can't afford a piir
of boots for Joe for
$40,00,
Either pitch in with me and I'll
help you, or you
get it by yourself, This way he'll
appreciate them
more, too.

^

*

1

Kchoes of her own early training
from her mother.
And this reminds her of Tony:
had enough of that stuff with my
husband.
You wake
up and you see the temperature is
going down to zero,
ihe stove is broken down
He'd just say to me, "Well,
you'd better do something about it if it bothers
you,"
but he wouldn’t do anything. He'd talk about, we'
should take a vacation, But then if you use the money
for a vacation, what’ll you do when something comes
up
that you didn't count on?
I

.

But now, without Tony around, she can stick to a budget.
It makes

her happy to know she's saved up money to add on to

the welfare voucher they are giving her for the new refrigera-

tor,

That means she has a choice of a higher quality appliance

which will last longer.

But she frets:

They don't give you credit for thinking ahead, down at
the welfare office,
Jim - my social worker - he'll
come in here, I bet, see the new refrigerator and he'll
say, "Where'd you get the money for that?"
I'll say,
"Well, you know, I’ve been putting money aside because I
knev; the old one was going," but they act as if you
shouldn
have put the money aside, that it must mean
’
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” 0re than y° u need
Hey!
I do without,
<
he kld s do without
so I can get that money saved
up!
I had enough of that
with T ony, living from pavcheck
to paycheck.
You don't wait until December to
put
money Into your Christmas Club
I"
-

Fran is excited, I wonder, is she
talking literally
about a Christmas Club.
Does she save in such a club?
Sure,
have.

put money aside in it, it depends on
what I
I used to put the money away
in the house but
it s “Oo easy to use ivhen you need
it.
So now I put
some I can save into a regular club in
the bank and
you don t touch it that w ay. When it comes
in
I put
so much aside and use it just for Christmas.
Suopose
December comes around and I have nothing saved
up’
I

That thought seems horrifying to Fran.

"Hey, those

kids like Christmas just as much as kids with a
father and

more money

I

Fran has done a good job investigating appliances.
She has spent hours looking around, walking to stores in

Franklin and taking the bus into Brackton to look further.
She has settled on a Frigidaire for $378.00, even though it

costs $50.00 more than the Hot Point and GE, because she

believes it will last the longest and be the best one.

Wel-

fare has also agreed to contribute some money towards a new

washing machine.

She is intent on getting both appliances

this year as Joe will soon be ineligible for allotment, when
he turns 18 next year.

For Fran it is a catastrophe when an appliance goes.
On one occasion when Bobby grabbed a pan of milk warming on

106

the stove and overturned it,

slapping his hands smartly.
here and if

I

I

saw her become very angry,

"He keeps spilling stuff
on

didn't get it all wiped off

a stove for long, would
I?

I

wouldn't have

it would all rust out."

Most weeks, her food bill is
between $30.00 and $-10.00.
She watches for specials, and
shops on Wednesdays when double
stamps are given.
She might buy lOor 12 cans
of spaghetti
sauce at one time if it's on special.
"Of course," she says,
"Joe likes my own sauce better than
the sauce in the cans, but
it’s really cheaper in the cans, because
by the time you buy

your tomato puree and whole tomatos and
the onions and the
rest of it, and then use up gas letting
it cook here for hours
well, it just costs more,"
At one time, up to three years ago,

she tried to keep

an automobile, but this was another source for friction between

her and Michael.

He expected, she says, to be able to use it

whenever he wished and even Nina had begun to pester her for it
use.

They didn’t help pay for the insurance, the gas, the

repairs.

When it fell apart she decided not to try to save up

for another second-hand car; she was better off without those

particular hassles with the kids.

And, besides, living do wn

here she can really walk to places she needs to get to.
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She would love to get this
apartment fixed up.

Per-

haps she can save up and make some
new curtains for the living
room? The ones up now are tearing,
Bobby pulls at them.

When she moved here six years ago the
former tenants had left
behind some thin, cheap carpeting on
the stairway. That is
now in shreds and is dangerous.

She worries that B obby, in

particular, tearing up and down the steps
as he does, might
trip on the pulled, threads.

While we had been talking on this day, Gloria had
returned from college and had gone straight upstairs
to lie down,
ohe looked very drawn.

She said she’d been able to get the

*

courses she wanted for next fall and had talked to Pete Grow-

kowski , her rehabilitation counselor,

Joe also had gone back

to Zolta’s, putting the kitten back out on the front porch,

Fran, in a way, hopes the kitten will wander off.

But the

kitten remains, waiting patiently for Joe to return, it seems.
We are sitting at the kitchen table, having been

talking for quite

a

while.

The house is permeated with the

smell of cigarettes , as Fran smokes constantly.

Soon Bobby

will be dropped off at the house by the Community Action bus

which drives retarded children from this town over to Brackton
for the summer day camp program.
on this day

I

Since

I

have to leave early

don't get a chance to see Bobby,

My next visit is
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to start at around 12:00
noon, go through the supper
hour
£.nd

into the evening.

Fran looked brighter and
prettier on this day late
in July.

She is wearing a sleeveless
light green nylon top

and tan colored bermuda shorts.

something to eat at the stove.
soon.

I

Joe is in the kitchen, fixing

He'll be leaving again very

ask him what he is doing now at Zolta's.

He tells

me, in a very soft voice, that he is
sterilizing the soil at

the greenhouse, feeding it with manure and
humus, preparing
it for next season's seedlings.

There is a decidedly more relaxed atmosphere in the

house today.

Perhaps because Fran has been relieved of Bobby's

care for the past weeks.

part of it.

She does agree that this is a good

She relishes her six free hours each day.

She

has gotten to some of the heavy cleaning that she's put off

for some time.
As Fran removed a large head of cabbage from an alumi-

num pot

<n

the stove, Joe said, in a joking tone:

again, the fourth time in two weeks!"

"That's true, sometimes

I

have had it a lot lately."

Fran replies, to me:

don't make it in months.
I

"Not golobki

I

guess we

knew she was making it so that

I

could enjoy a "real Polish dish" with the family: stuffed cabbage.
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Fran moves swiftly and
competently at her task, her
hands strong and sure. The
rice already cooked, the
onions
chopped, she removed a plastic
bag containing chopped oeppers
from the freezer part of the
refrigerator.
"I always freeze
peppers because when you buy them
fresh they sit and rot in
the refrigerator.

This way you always have some
fresh."

The parboiled cabbage was spread
out on paper towels
on the kitchen table.

Fran removed each leaf from the cabbage

carefully, rolling it off its body like
a woman rolling nylons
off her legs.

She then pared down the thickening on
each leaf

with a large sharp knife and placed the piles of
cabbage leaves
on the paper towel.

Mixing the chopped meat, rice, onions and

peppers, she shook pepper and squirted ketchup into the bowl,

turning the whole concoction over many times with her hands
until it was smooth.

She quickly then placed a mound of the meat

mixture in the center of

piled each roll into

a

a

leaf, rolling it expertly, and then

pressure cooker.

She explained that a

pressure cooker, taking only twenty five minutes to cook the
meal, saved a good deal on gas over ordinary cooking,

Joe left the house, carrying a brown paper bag under
his arm,

Fran said he would be home late for supper, so was

bringing a big snack for himself.
from school.

Gloria would soon be home

We had several free hours to talk before Bobby

1X0

would be returning from day
camp.
Fran had become Increasingly
more at ease with me,
not jumping up and moving
around quite so much during
my
visits.
In general she seemed more
relaxed than I'd seen
her in the more than three
months I'd known her thus far.
The house was very tidy, the
supper steaming in the

cooker.

One has a sense of a strong
person in control in

this home, what chaos there

is,

stemming from Bobby's behavior.

Except for Fran's constant smoking, which
was hard on me,
I

found it very easy to be with her as she roamed
over her

life, past and present.

She still exhibited little interest'

In me as a person, never asking me anything about
my own life.
On this day we talked a good deal about Fran’s

marriage to Tony and events around that.

She told me that

she never had known too much about her husband's life before
she met him when she was 17 and he was 20.

As I've written,

his mother died when he was three; thereafter his father re-

linquished him and a younger brother to care of the State.

Eventually he came to the Crozier's, a Franklin familv. and it
was by far the best place he'd ever been.

But even here. Fran

has sympathy for how it was for him.

"Mrs.

him good, but

You are always different

I

can see how he felt.

with your own kids.

Crozier treated

He was so young and his brother was even

Ill

younger.
I

think it all made quite an impression
on him.

I

think he had too many homes.

When he grew older it bother-

ed him, but I'd say Mrs. Crozier was pretty
good to those two

little kids."
I

ask Fran if she thinks this early experience
con-

tributed in any way to the break-up of her marriage.
It sure did.

Not being wanted.
And I think it wasn't
too bad until there was five of us.
His bringing up
made him off-balance. Every year around Christmas time
it was one hell of a time.
It got to the point where
it was quite noticeable.
He'd get so damned drunk around
Christmas.
You got to the point where you didn't look
forward to it. Even Christmas Day. When I told him
about it he watched it himself that next Christmas,
and it was the necest Christmas he ever had. Rut I never
want to go through that New Year's Eve again
He sure
did make up for the nice Christmas’
It really caught
up v;ith him.
He came horn and smashed that house apart.
That was the year before Bobby was born.
I always did
notice that he was worse around Christmas time, Mother's
Day, Memorial Day.
I

How does she think that's connected to his early years?
Well,

think it was my doing things for his kids that
weren't done for him, or he never had a mother to do
them for him,
A lot of times I thought he was jealous
of the things I was doing for the kids.
I understood
why.
I tried to w ork things differently, but it got to
the point where I couldn't do much,
I didn't have any
experience with that before and I couldn't understand
him a lot of the times. He used to have me going in
circles
I

,

I

find myself very moved by this tale.

marriage have endured?

How could this

Here Fran displays such Insight -

I

}earn later that she'd had some sessions at a child guidance
clirdc at about

this time - but the odds were stacked against
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the possibility of an
enduring marriage.

Fran fills me in about the
early days of their

marriage.

She's pretty sure they met
in the mill.

working there when she was around
17.
terribly good-looking.
dating.

He was

she thought he was

They got along well when they
were

They hung around with some other
young couples, they'd

go to the movies, to dances at
the Polish Hall.

together for a little over three years.

They went

He'd by then been

working at the GE plant in Ridgefield,
but he lost that Job.
He joined the Army, having had some
time in with the National

Guard before then.
They deliberated about waiting until he returned
be-

fore getting married, but then they said,
"What the heck", and

decided to get married.
he

s

Her father agreed.

He said,

"Look,

been hanging around here for over three years, you might

as well get married."

Her parents made a ’real’ wedding for

her, she having to provide only the wedding gown,

Tony was on leave from basic training when they got

married and immediately thereafter was sent to Korea.

When he

returned, she joined him at an army camp in Provincetown

,

Mass.,

the first tie she'd ever been away from home for any extended

period.

They got along "okay".

expected big things in life.

Fran says, "Neither of us

Have a nice home, bring up the
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kids,

take a little
vacation."
S

“

- Ul '

M »‘*

»>!.

«

and Tony felt she
ought to go back
home and wait for
the delivery near her
family.
She'- glad
r-iaa she
u
did, as the nearest
hospital to the base
was two and a
k
half hours
away, and Gloria
arr ved six weeks
prematurely. During
ne SJ
B the
slightl
-i£ntly more than
one year Tony was
in Korea Fmn
an hbanked the
*
Fovernment checks
she received.
She lived with her
t
parents
iiencs.
Thus
thus, they had a
modest nest egg with
which to start1 off th <
thelr r eal married
life.
Fran noticed that as
the children continued
to arrive Michael a year after
Gloria. Mina a year
after Michael, doe
three years later and
finally. Bobby, six
years later - alcohol
became a yproblem
»»t+erTU
got to be a real hah-Mnaoit.
On the way back
From work he'd stop for
a drink and then his
actions changed:
his moods, the way he
talked, everything."
-

,

^

4-

Ihis is so typical, a
way out for so many blue
collar
men - and women: a way to
escape the confusion, the
pressures
and the unbearable
responsibilities.

al.1

But the first eight years
of their marriage went
by
right.
It was not a close
marriage, they never talked
of

intimate things, but they were
working for the future. Fran
did notice that Tony seemed
to resent any friends of
her’s who

11

It

came around and gradually
she dropped them.
This is a recurring theme
in the lives of the married
couples from this class whom I
see at the clinic.
It was
also repeated by two of the
other women in this study.
It
is as though this were
another intolerable aspect of
life:

that if either of them have
outside connections that is too

threatening.

And yet, often, they are not able
to build a

social life in common.

Fran and Tony had no mutual friends.

She didn’t care for the people he
hung around with and he
ini luenced her to drop those few
friends that she had.

By now Tony had returned to work
at Franklin Fine

Spinning, earning in
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about $2.00 a week.

Fran did not

work at this time: eventually she too returned
to work at
the mill and later she worked at Sperry Electronics
when

Gloria got old enough to baby-sit.
going wrong each time she worked.

But things would start
So, despite her wish to

be out in the world, she ultimately quit each job.
By

i 960

Tony had a better job, one which he liked.

He worked For a national tire company.

He hadn’t known much

about this work before starting, but he did work up to being

manager of the tire outlet.

Fran thinks it was while he was

employed there that she noticed a big change

in.

drinking more, not spending much time at home.

him.

He was

By now there
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were four children.

Pran thinks he found the
responsibility

overwhelming.

His Job with the tire
company ended when that
business got shaky and he went
to work for the
Georgia Marble
Company
At about this time he
complained often that he didn't

feel well, and Fran noticed
that he began to smell
terrible.
"Sometimes it was so tad, as much
as X hated to I would
say,
’Please get up and take a bath.But an hour or two later it

would be the same thing.
i

He smelled like rotten
apples.

read an article and everything
clicked.
His teeth began to fall out.

Ihen

Diabetesi"

He refused to see a

doctor, but when he had to have surgery
to remove the rest of
his teeth, his high sugar level was
discovered.

When Fran tells

me how he could have bled to death, in
surgery, because the

doctors were not aware of his diabetes, she
is laughing.

Her

laughter often came out at incongruous times,
perhaps because of

nervousness
Eventually the marble company also shut down because
of the poor financial climate of this area.
to look for a job:

Tony was terrified

he feared if he mentioned diabetes he would

not be able to get a job, and yet for many jobs a physical is

required.

He solved that problem by deciding to open up a small

pizza parlor.
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At this time Fran was
pregnant with their last child,

Bobby.

She resisted his plan, explaining
to him that it would

be tough on her to help him out
with a pizza shop, a new baby

arriving soon.
of baby it would

And perhaps they should wait and
see what kind
fee,

a

cranky, demanding one or a quiet infant

who could sleep at the shop while she
helped out.

adamant.

But Tony was

He had to support five - and soon six others and

jobs in this area were becoming more and more scarce.

mill had closed down.

The large

People were beginning to move away, going

to California, Florida, looking for work at the GE plant
in

Ridgefield.

Tony had never completed high school, although he

received his

G.

in the service.

E.

D.

high school equivalency diploma while

There were not many opportunities open to him.

So he went ahead with the pizza shop.

Fran explains how it struck her:
It started off good but it went to his head.
I think
it was on account of all those high school kids coming
in.
The difference between - you know .." Fran searches
for a way to explain this to me.
... "Well, maybe
watching the kids and all of a sudden, thinking of how
it was when he was in high school, or something.
I
don't know .
And then he started going to the race track.
Before you know it, he found out that, hey, it's not so
easy, running a pizza place. It began going down.

And Bobby was born and he was crying eighteen hours a day.
He realized that I couldn't get down there to help him
in the shop.
It went from bad to worse.
At this point I interject:

birth?

had Bobby's been a planned
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ho, she explains.

Usually she knew exactly when it

was o. k. to have intercourse.

She doesn’t use this word.

She says, "One day sooner and he wouldn't
have been born;

two days later, he wouldn't be here.

But Tony wouldn't let me

get up and check the calendar,"
So,
a shocking,

coming home to the house where the baby cried
in

piercing way for most of the day and the night

helped, Fran thinks, to bring things to a head.

She continues:

And the race track had got into his blood.
It got
to the point where he started leaving kids in charge
of the place.
After a while he knew that to cover
expenses for the food shipment he just didn't have
the money.
He was taking money out of the cash register for the race track.
And the work was very hard,
A diabetic gets tired a lot more easily than anybody
else.
I guess he was thinking, "Oh, hell, I don't
know how much longer I'm going to live," So, he'd
come home, change up, go off to the track.

Fran admits that often Tony would ask to have her
come along to the track.

But her rules forbade this.

She

could not see taking needed money from the home and using
it for that purpose.

If once she conceded and placed a bet,

even for $1.00, her moral position with Tony would be lost.
That is what

I

understand under Fran's words

all else, she has to do what's 'right'.
she was

.

In this, as in

Her knowledge that

'right' and her husband »wrong' helped to sustain her

then, as it does now.
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With the pizza Shop finally
run into the G round, once
r.ore Tony was able to
obtain work at the GE plant
in Ridgefield.
The economic picture at that
time was improving.
Pran gives
TOny oredit for trying hard to
support his family for all those
years. With her good management,
by this time they had managed
to buy a house up on the hill.

It had always been one of

their biggest goals and they achieved it.

When his drinking,

his race track spending and finally his "running"
with other

women increased, the house began to deteriorate.
around to fix things that broke down.

He was never

When Fran worked during

the years of their marriage, what she earned had gone
into

savings to buy this house.

It made her bitter to see all of

that going down the drain.

For years she sewed all of the

clothes worn by the children; she wouldn’t spend an extra

nickel for a treat.
down at the GEE and

'

I

But then

found out what he was making

didn’t feel like sewing anymore.

spending so much on himself,
to save.

I

I

figured why should

We didn’t have any decent beds,

I

I

He was

keep trying

didn’t even have

a kitchen up there."

When Tony would be around the home he would have wild
tantrums.

Fran describes it:

things around!

"He’d come home and he’d throw

He smashed that kitchen up. I'll tell you!

One n j ght it w as so cold up there: there was no central heat in
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the house and when that wind
blew

»»

By this time, although Tony
was working full-time

at GE and also had a part-time
job at a gas station, he
was keeping both paychecks.

Fran relates:

One month I got only $20 for the
whole month.
I
found out that he was earning $150 a
week and he
usually gave me $60 a week. I couldn’t
pay the
utility bills, I couldn't buy the kids
the things
they needed.
No bills had been paid for three
four months.
The house was terrible.
The chimney
got knocked down by the wind.
Three windows got
blown out. I said, "You take a look, I can't
stay
up there any longer with these kids."
The roof
was leaking.
It was terrible, it just didn't work.
I

ask if Fran did anything to get outside help at

this time.

think

I

Oh, yes," she said, "I could see it coming,

started going to Family Service then, but he refused

to go with me.

But

He said, "Do you think I’m nuts or something

think it was good that

I

well,

I

I

I

guess it just helped so

went because by going there

wouldn't go crazy,'*

She describes that last time:

knew that day he drove up to the house that this
was it.
Where we lived there were two other houses
above us, no traffic though. You knew when the milkman was coming, the mailman.
And the day he drove up
we could hear his car. You knew what mood he was in
and what he was like by the sound of that car coming
up the road.
He hadn't been home the whole week-end.
The kids were playing outside.
I was ironing.
Gloria
ran in and she said, "Ma, watch out I" I said, "Go
I don't know what he
outside, I know."
He came in.
was looking for, or what. But VroomI Vr ooml He
He comes in the
was here, there, everywhere.
I knew that if you opened your mouth you'd
kitchen,
I

,
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pet It.
If you kept it shut, you'd get it.
If
you shut it, you should have opened
it.
So. VroomJ
room
I knew this was it.
You don't open your
mouth.
I knew it wasn't going to
do any good.
If
you said anything, he'd say, "You don't
like things
the way they are?
So take the kids and go off by
yourseif'" So I didn't say anything. He
slammed
the door and out the door he went,
I

figured to myself, "Well, you've been bringing
the
kids up by yourself anyway." And that was
it.
Yes
that was it. He just left.
I

Fran sat quietly, as though remembering that day
six

years ago.

I

broke in, "Fran, had you ever thought of telling

him to leave before this?"
but

I

wouldn't do it,

I

"Oh,

sure, I thought about it,

see couples now with one or two kids

and if things get rough, after a few years they break up.

If

my parents would have been that way, maybe

I

my husband out after a few years.

wouldn't have tried

Maybe

I

would have thrown

so hard."

This central theme in Fran’s life - 'sticking it out' -

comes up time and time again.
don't know, I think it would have been baa for me if I
had done that, thrown him out, but sometimes I wonder,
I used to say to myself, "How long can you keep on tryAnd I'm
ing and trying?" I must be stupid or something.
doing the same thing now with my kids. You try and try.
This is the condition you get into when you come from a
big family. You wonder, "Where is the breaking point?"
You listen to these people with one or two kids and they
I knew what it was to have kids,
can't stick it out.
I didn't go into marriage not knowing about that, the
messes and the bills and the dirty clothes and things like
Where a lot of girls today, they don't know it.
that.
The first diaper they have to change they gag and they
I

voml.t.

No, that’s just what he
wanted, an excuse.
And he was angry because I
wouldn’t give him an excuse.
Like that’s what I always tell
my girls:
f t er didn,t
VC1 t0 m arry me:”
He was lookH for
r
ng hard
an excuse to leave, I could see
that.
.
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That fact, that she was not
pregnant at the time they
got married, was repeated to me
on a number of occasions by

Fran,

That is awfully important to her.

And he said to me, not long before
he left, he said
You know, I didn't even have a choice.
When I came
home on leave everything was ready." That
really got
me mad!
I turned around, I went upstairs,
picked out
a package of letters, picked out a few
and handed
them to him,
I said, "You proposed to me!
As a
matter of fact, you wrote to my father asking for permission to marry me. You wrote to me when you'd be
home and for me to have everything ready!" He wouldn’t
even look at those letters because he knew I was right."

Fran is still exercised about this charge of

Tony's,

She must not be made to feel that she wronged him.

She muses, further:
I think he just got to the point where he didn't
want the responsibility. He couldn't take it any
more.
He felt he had missed out on so much in
life.
This is when the swingers and the hippies
were getting started. And he got in with some of
those guys down at the plant. His kids were getting to the age where they were going to start going
out,
Gloria was about 16. She had just started her
first year at high school.
I think he might have
been worried that Gloria might go into one of those
places where he might be sitting with one of his
women friends. So, he couldn’t cope with it, I
knew it was coning, V/e were living in hell, you
could say, by then."

Fran is pensive, she looks sad.
herself, she adds:

But, quickly rousing
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You kn°w, because of Bobby,
I RU ess I mlrht
still
k * ns it> if he didn't
walk out himself.
...
Like, here was another kid.
You don't walk out and
y ° U have a young °hild.
I think for a
oeriod^r
th ngS KOt 30 roug h I said
to my^elf?
self.
"T,
it won
t be long now before
the kids are on
the r own and I can walk out
on him.
I won't have
ny m ° re hel1 from hlIn -" Eut
af
ter I had
rokk
Eobby ?I f
knew 1 couldn't go back to work.
By then
things had gotten really unbearable.
V/hen I went to
Family Service, they mentioned welfare.
But you
sort of panic.
Have to go on Welfare? V/hen things
got so bad I did call the welfare office
and I asked
for a social worker.
.

I had gotten to the point where
I couldn’t sleep
nights.
Bobby cried and cried and I thought I was
going crzv
Between Bobby and going eighteen hours
a day and trying to get the housework done
and the
cooking and wondering where he is and wondering
what condition he'd be in when he comes home - well,
you wonder, "Ain I cracking up?"
.

Fran doesn't personalize her world.

pronoun is the one most often used.

The second person

It is hard for her to say

"I", as though by saying "you" she can keep at a little distance from the pain.

Unlike many women from this class, Fran did seek out-

side help.
to her.

Today she is aware of what agencies are available

For a short period of time she had come to the clinic

where

I

Bobby

attended.

work, referred by the clinical nursery school which
She said that transportation difficulties are

what keeps her, today, from seeking further help.

She seems to

have learned some things in the past from such agencies that have
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given her new understanding.

At about 3:00 p. m. on this day
we had to stop

talking.

Bobby ran into the house, his gym
bag trailing

behind him.

He handed his mother a note.

The teachers

at the camp always write out things
that have happened dur-

ing the day so that Bobby’s family can understand
better

what he tries to tell them.
he d eaten his lunch.

He seemed happy.

The note said

Fran asks him, nonetheless, if he

would like something to eat.

He opens the refrigerator door,

looks inside and says something that sounds like "spaghetti".

Fran heats up a small pan of spaghetti with tomato

sauce and sits down next to Bobby at the table, placing the

warmed-up food in front of him.

He takes a mouthful and

suddenly upends the plate, spilling the spaghetti on the floor.
Fran seems angry but all she says is: "Bobby, was that

necessary?"
forehead.

I

now notice that Bobby has a bandage on his

Fran explains that he’d had a very bad night the

previous evening.

He and Gloria had been playing a game and

he cut his forehead on the edge of the table in the living

room.

He’d gotten over-excited.

Fran was upset by all the

blood, thought momentarily of asking a neighbor for a ride to
the emergency room but instead called her brother, Bill.

He
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drove her and Bobby to the hospital.
It seems that Bobby hurts
himself very often.

During

tne night he is restless, wanders
about and often trips and

falls, cutting himself, banging
himself.

are all full of scabs.

"His elbows and knees

At night the band-aid will stay
on but

during the day he 11 start picking it and
keeps reopening the
cuts."

In fact,

I

learn that Bobby is obsessed with anybody

else's cuts and scabs, as well.

Sometimes - and again Fran

laughs as she relates this - he’ll wait until she,
Gloria or
Joe are sound asleep and, knowing that they have a
healing cut

somewhere, will try to pick at the scab while they sleep.
Bobby does not look at all sturdy.

fections often.

He gets viral in-

If a cold or flu is going around at school, he

is sure to come down with it.

If he manages to remain in

school or camp for a solid week that is a major accomplishment.

When he does get an infection there are almost always complications.

A simple infection in his mouth,

for instance, will

then produce multiple viral sores in the insides of his cheeks.
He will then bite at these, causing bleeding and a festering

condition which takes weeks to clear up.
During the time of my visits, Bobby had been complaining that his teeth hurt.

Fran tried to hold off on taking

him to the dentist, waiting for medicaid clearance.

However,
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the pain got so bad she took him
to a dentist in Ridgefield

before she was assured that the
hills would be paid. Several
teeth had already aboessed and
extensive work had to be done.
Bobby drinks a lot of soft drinks
containing much sugar, chews
gun, sucks lollipops, eats a lot
of cookies.

The family diet

consists, generally, of a large amount
of starch and

I

saw

little green or leafy vegetables being
eaten.

Bobby seemed more comfortable with me,
able to take
me or leave me, for the most part.

when

I

was there as he might had

I

I

thought he now behaved

not been present.

Most

times now when he approached, the intent was friendly,

affectionate.
to mine.
at me,

He would hug me or press his small face close

However, several times on this day he lunged quickly

chopping my throat with

tiny fist.

his

to pinch my arms once or twice.

I

He also tried

found myself wincing as he

came near and regretted the need for this self-protective with-

drawing.

It was essential if I did not want to be hurt.

treated me now as he treated his mother or Gloria,

I

He

well

understood why small children were wary of getting close to
Eobby
Fran now suggested that she, Bobby and

before supper,
I

I

take a walk

Gloria would be returning soon, Joe much later.

had been sitting in the house for almost four hours by now.
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The mu

^ lness

° f this

July day, combined with the
heavy layers

or smoke in the apartment made
this walk a welcome respite.
Fran left the room, returning
in a moment with clean
shorts and a shirt in her hand.
Although Bobby looked perfectly neat to me, evidently he
was not up to Fran-s standards
for
public display. She encourages Bobby
to put his shirt on by him
.-.elf.

He manages to do it, with slight
struggle.

Fran tells

me that when he discovered that he could
take off and put on
his clothes this was great fun for a while.

No matter what

the weather, he was constantly pulling his clothes off.

Fran glances down at her own clothing.

doubtful but decides not to change.
we were going to head uptown

see me dressed so sloppy."

I

"I guess

would,

I

She appears

it’s okay.

If

don’t want people to

To me she does not look at all

sloppy.
As we leave the house, Fran takes the child's stroller

from the front porch.

Bobby, overly large for this small

stroller, sits more or less quietly in it as we walk down the
street.

Although Fran has told me that this activity is one

of her chief sources of relaxation,
she must be on the watch.

I

can see that even now

As we walk, suddenly Bobby stretches

his legs out straight, planting his feet on the ground and

brings Fran up short.

She anticipates this trick, however, and
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is not thrown off balance.

She laughs, does not scold Bobby.

pass a large, pseudo-Southern colonial
white mansion

V.'e

It is one of the two nursing homes
in Franklin.

aped man is standing on
light fixture.

I

high ladder doing something to a

have noticed this self-mocking attitude

It seems one of the ways Fran protects
herself

and her situation:

have to.

middle-

Fran sings out to him, "Hey, when did Bobby

break the bulb?"
previously.

a

A

if she says it first maybe other's won't

She tells me that this man is a foster-brother to

her husband.

He is a Crozier, the family Tony lived with when

he came to Franklin.

The elderly people sitting on lawn chairs wave and

smile at us as we walk past,

Bobby jumps up and down in the

stroller and yells something to them which
Our walk takes us about 25 minutes.
it.

Fran seems exhilerated by

She appears happy to be cut of doors.

the stroller part way home.

cannot make out.

I

I

offer to push

She allows it, but cautions me

to be aware of Bobby’s sudden braking movements.

She seems

tense, having given up control of the stroller - and Bobby to me.

She keeps one hand on the stroller frame as

I

push the

child along.
As we approach her house,

direction we see Gloria approach.

coming from the opposite
Bobby becomes very excited.
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calls her name.

She limps noticeably but there
is a happy

smile on her face as she watches
us approach.

Although it is only a little after

^

:

30 p.

m., Fran

starts setting the table as soon as we
return and says that
v/e'll oe eating soon.

early to me.
"This way

I

I

am a little surprised, it seems

Fran tells me they always eat this
early.
can give

Bobby his bath, wash up the dishes,

watch a little TV together.
here.

We go to bed very early around

Most of the time Bobby falls asleep on the sofa
and

I

carry him upstairs to bed."
I

had brought some wine but

an unaccustomed drink.

I

could see that this was

Bobby tried to grab the wine bottle.

He cried for "Beeah" and Fran put a glass of coca cola in

front of him, saying, "Here’s your beer, Bobby."

He quickly

turned the drink upside down, spilling it on the floor.

Fran

scolded him mildly and said to me, "I hope your shoes didn't
get covered with coke,"

She took a clean sponge, wiped the

tabletop and the floor.

Bobby had a few drops of coke on his

pants.

His mother said, "Oh, Bobby, we'll have to change

your pants now,"

I

thought to myself, "I can understand how

Fran has so many loads of wash a day

l"

Fran ladled out the golobki, giving Gloria and me two
large portions.

They were smoother than any stuffed cabbage
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I’d ever tasted, perhaps
because of presssure-cooking.
They
were also much blander than
what I was used to, learning
how
to make mine from a
Ukranian-Jewish mother, When Fran
saw me
adding salt and pepper to the
food she said, "I don't like
to

make them too spicy.

I

figure everybody can put on as much

salt and pepper as they want.”

Bobby had slid a few mouthfuls of
golobki down his
throat; now he jumped up and resumed
his activity.

Fran

tried to coax him to eat more but he
refused to sit down again.
Ke sat in the small space near the
stove, a carton-full of

small wooden blocks in front of him.

I

to place one block on top of another.

I

watched as he tried
had become more sensi-

tive to the nuances of his behavior and wondered
if his in-

creasing frustration at not being able to balance the blocks

would cause an eruption.
maniacally.

Gloria arose swiftly, knelt by his side and softly

talked to him.
had lor him.

He did suddenly begin to scream

She was telling him something about a book she
He flailed at her, trying to bite her arms.

She

held him at arm's length and he lowered his head, now attempting to bite his o v/n arms.

Fran joined

with her strong arms.

Gloria and held the child's legs together
The same procedure

I

was becoming very

familiar with was repeated: carrying him into the living room
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and placing him on the sofa,
switching off the TV set, all
the while that he is thrashing
wildly about.

him,

"Bobby, do you want a surprise?"

suddenly as he had erupted.

Gloria said to

He quieted down as

"Now stay here," she said, "and

I'll go upstairs and get your surprise."

He seemed satisfied.

Gloria limped upstairs, Fran remaining
standing by Bobby*
side.

When Gloria returned, she carried two
comic books in

her hand.

Evidently she too keeps a supply of surprises
for

the child,

to be brought out during such crises.

Neither she

nor her mother appeared upset by Bobby’s tantrum:
they simply

move in unison to do what*s necessary to calm him
down.
Vie

all returned to the kitchen table, Bobby behaving

as though a moment ago he had not been a raging,
screaming

bundle.

He quietly turned the pages of the comic book until

he came to a page of cross-word puzzles.

His mother gave him

a pencil and he made marks on the page.

The stuffed cabbage was the entire dinner; no salad,

vegetable or side dish accompanying it,
cleaning up the kitchen by herself.

Fran insisted on

Gloria and

I

carried cups

of instant coffee into the living room, inviting Bobby to come

along with us.

While Gloria and

I

talked,

"Adam 12", one of his favorite programs.
fully as the program progressed.

Bobby watched
He participated

As two young policemen on
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the screen try to persuade an elderly
black man not to jump

from a high window, Bobby jumped up
on the sofa, pretending
he was about to do the same.

with him not to Jump.

Gloria came over and pleaded

Bobby was delighted in having his
sis-

ter Join in the play-acting.

Gloria told me she thinks the

young boy learns a tremendous amount from
watching television.
I

agreed.

Gloria is a soft-spoken young woman, gentle ana compassionate.

She said that at times she wasn’t sure her

mother was doing the right thing by keeping Bobby at home.
She said to me:
It seems so hard on her and on everyone else.
Then
when I was at college I worked for a while at Whatley
(a state facility for retarded children and adults).
That was so horrible.
The kids were all keot in one
very large room.
There were beds in the center and
beds lining both walls. The kids were just supposed
to stay in their beds and then once a day they’d be
led around the corner, just a few, to another room.
In there there was a TV set and a couple of games.
Nobody talked to them, one to one. They just sat
there in bed or sat in front of that TV.

Gloria sees how different it is for Bobby in this
home.

She sees her mother knocking herself out to keep the

child here.

She is behind her mother 100$, she says.

expressed no sympathy for her father.

She

She also seemed to

share her mother's contempt for the dereliction of Michael
and Nina,

Perhaps her more private feelings differ; perhaps
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With Fran around the corner in
the kitchen she chose not to
express herself otherwise. The
way she spoke to rce about her

sister and brother revealed anger
and disgust.

She cannot

understand, she says, how they can
act as they do; how they
can give their- mother such a hard
time.

It is apparent that in this
household the line betv/een

the

good

kids and the "bad" kids

is

clearly drawn.

It echoes

the line betw een the parents - for
Gloria and her mother, at

least.

There is the "good" mother and the "bad"
father.

is all black and white with no gray
shadings.

As

It

there was no

opportunity for me to interview those children who
have left
ohe home,

or the father,

I

can therefore only present the one

side
The only mildly implied criticism Gloria has of her

mother is that she thinks she ought to pursue the involvement
of Bobby with the Boston Children’s Clinic.

Prom what Gloria

understands, she does not think that B obby is severely retarded,

She believes that it is mainly a communications

difficulty, that work should be going on with regard to his
speech.

If he could make himself understood he would not be-

come so frustrated, she says.

"Adam 12" had ended.

Suddenly

I

was caught unawares.

Bobby had walked swiftly over to me and smacked me sharply
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across the face.

My first reaction was to feel immense shock

and anger and a strong desire to smack the child
in return.

All

I

did do was hold his hands together and tell him

not like to be hit,

scolded Bobby.
turn-about.

My feelings about the child now did a rapid

While

I

had observed impersonally how difficult
I

tionate and engaging.

still thought

viscerally, as though he were
had to steel myself.

ncv.T

I

I

a

I

him as loveable, affec-

of

Intellectually

still was all of these things but

day camp,

did

Gloria was embarrassed; Pran ran in and

he was in this home,

I

I

I

understood that he

now began to react to him

dangerous animal against whom

From the time Bobby had returned from

was aware that my body had tensed considerably and

felt even more embattled,

I

wondered how this family

could sustain such onslought day after day.
In talking with Gloria and her mother, neither of

them could point to cause and effect for Bobby’s behavior;
nor were any of his teachers able to do so when

I

talked to

them.

His moods were unpredictable, shifting with sudden-

ness.

It did not necessarily follow that when

or frustrated that he would lash out, although

such a sequence of events myself.

he was bored
I

had seen

These things do contribute

but his pattern was too volatile to sustain that idea totally.

When

I

asked Fran what she knew about the stages of
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development or potentiality of her son.
she answered:
Well, you know, that’s what's so
hard,
I have no
information; there's not much that’s
known about
this.
It’s like having a kid in the same
stare
forever.
Another kid will go through that
stage
and in a week will move on to
something else. With
him that week or month will he more
like a year.
You get to the point where you
go around talking
to yourself.
I guess you could say
that he's
between a three and four year old.

One day later in the summer

I

spent a morning at

the day camp program which Bobby
attended.
lot of this unpredictable attacking.

I

I

witnessed a

would not, except

on one occasion, have been able to sense
that Bobby was

about to attack

a

youngster or a teacher.

The teachers, like

his mother, tried to keep a watchful and protective
eye on

him at all times.

The one time the teachers were distracted

by the actions of another child and left Bobby alone for
two

minutes, he did walk quickly over to a quiet, little mongoloid
boy of about four years old and sink his teeth deeply into
the child's arm, drawing immediate blood.

teacher's aide

-

The young man - a

whose responsibility at that time Bobby was,

quickly strode back to him, took him aside with a severe look
and bade him sit under a tree by himself until given permission
to get up.

While

I

was dismayed to see the four year old so hurt,

at the same time I could feel sympathy for Bobby.

He looked
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absolutely miserable.

Three minutes prior he’d been
joyously

throwing a large, blue plastic ball
back and forth to this
oung aide.
Uow his face white

„

and pinched, he sat under

the tree, quest ioningly repeating
to no one in particular:
"

Me bad

b °y ?

"

and then answering himself, "M e
good boy."

During my visit
Bobby.

I

never saw another child approach

They stayed far removed from him.

Yet, talking to

several of his teachers here, they told me
that Bobby’s good

nature always came through, they were all very
fond of him.
He was by far the oldest child in the program,
really not

eligible as he was overage.
able to him.

There was no other program avail-

He did not yet fit into the programs run for

retarded adolescents.
Now In Fran's living room, although it was only 6:30
p.

m.

and although

I

had planned to stay quite late,

to think about leaving.

I

began

My back was aching with the strain

of keeping myself alert for possible attack.

The house was

extremely hot and the ubiquitous cigarette smoke was searing
my throat,

I

felt very uncomfortable and knew

I

could no

longer pay attention.
I

explain some of this to Fran, omitting the complaint

about the cigarettes.

It is Fran’s home and

besides, cigarettes are lifeblood to her.

I

am a guest here;

But she says she
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understands how
I

can feel exhausted being here.

I

She thought

had lasted remarkably, longer than any
relative who has

ever come to visit.

I

do feel somewhat like a marathon runner,

urging myself on to run a most difficult course.
me that

It seems to

I

could not bear to live under such conditions as
these.

I

ask Fran, how do you stand it, day after day?

She says to me, with a disarming grin, her smile
a little crooked

Well, when you grow up in a house with a bunch of
kids - there were nine of us, remember - there were
always toys around, wet diapers, kids fighting,
problems - but you learn that eventually the kids
are going to grow up.
The thing with Bobby is you
don’t know how long it’s going to take.
I guess I'm
.just conditioned to it.
You know, like somebody
that's never worked and then they start working?
Well, they can’t do it because they’ve never done
it.
But I've w orked hard all my life.
I'm used
to it
I

thought her answer glossed over the worse part of

her struggle but

I

did not want to press her.

seemed in a very good mood this evening.

Actually she

She had been left

alone in the kitchen for about an hour while Gloria and
talked, Bobby remaining with us for the most part.

still not returned home as

I

I

Joe had

prepared to leave.

As I am saying my goodbyes near the entrance to the

small living room as it leads out to the front hallway, my eye
catches for the first time some photographs high up on a wall.

One is obviously Fran as a young woman.

She looks very pretty,
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her hair long and curling at the ends, a high bouffant fluff
in front.

skirt.

She is wearing a tailored white blouse and a black

ohe reminds me of some of mv Polish girlfriends from

high school days.

I

tell her how lovely she looks there.

She smiles and says, "Yeah, all of Michael and Nina’s friends

would holler when they see that picture and say ’Boy, what a
darnel’

”

She is blushing now with pleasure.

Then, holding on

to my arm she says, enthusiastically, "Key, Jeannette, do you

want to see some more pictures?"
is more than I can resist.

around a bit longer.

I

The excitement on her face

decide it is worth it to stay

On this day, too,

sonal warmth from Fran.

I

had felt more per-

We had even talked about some inconse-

ouential things that had nothing to do with Bobby or problems.
The free time she’s gained with Bobby at day camp has been so

good for her.
I

While on other days

I

had sensed some relief as

gathered my things preparatory to leaving, this time

I

felt

her genuine desire to prolong my visit.
I

put down my things again and we all sat around the

kitchen table once more, this time with boxes of pictures,

photograph albums and manila envelopes spread out in front of
us.

Fran had reached up high into a hall closet and brought

these forth.

There were pictures of Fran as a little baby, all

round face and brilliant, bright eyes.

She says. "That's
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funny, when

I

was a baby

I

was so fat and all my life I've

been skinny since then."
There were her sisters and brothers, very young, standing there in the grass outside of the frame house which was

first Bobchi's.and then the one in which they'd all lived with

their parents.
'real'

Bobchi looked like anyone's fantasy of what a

grandmother ought to look like: white-haired, round, soft,

sweet-looking.
Fran's mother, now 65, in these photos

woman, looked very beautiful with
hair, shapely, voluptuous figure.

real surprise.

a full face,

a

very young

thick dark

But Fran's father is the

Even in recent photos, taken not more than
The

three years ago, his is a youthful, handsome, lean face.

energy of the man comes across in the pictures, from the way
he stands, from the lines of his slender body.

They were a remarkably good-looking family, all with

strong features.

Fran and her four sisters, in one photo,

stand with arms encircling each others' w aists.

It seerns a

pity that now she is estranged from three of these sisters,
close only to Rita

-

and even Rita she sees seldom.

The other surprise was Tony.
a slight,

In the photographs

romantic-looking Italian man with soft, gentle

features, very closely resembling Gloria and Joe.

He has

I

saw
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thick, dark, curly hair, cleft
chin, very large dark eyes
and long eyelashes. He is slightly
taller than Fran.

m

one photo, the young couple stand
on either side of the infant Gloria, who lies on a bed
drinking from a bottle. Tony
does not look as I had imagined
him from Fran’s reports.
I
had thought to see someone
crude and tough-looking.
As I drove home on this evening,
thoughts of this

family engrossed me.

What had once been, it seems, a bustling,

united and energetic Polish-American
family is now a group of
people each going their own way.
Although Pran is currently
the only child of this family whose
marriage is over, she

knows that some of her sisters and brothers
are having a hard
time staying married.

Elizabeth's husband, John, for example,

has lost his job as maintenance man for an appliance store.
That hasn’t helped their shaky marriage.
is one of the happier siblings.

October, it was a boy.

Bobby, newly married,

When his baby arrived, in mid-

For a while there was renewed visiting

back and forth and good feeling as the children gathered to

congratulate the grandfather Gajdek on finally having a Gajdek
grandson.

He’d been hoping for this event for many years.

According to Fran's reports, few of the ethnic customs
were still followed.

She as a youngster did speak Polish; her

children barely know a few words

.

Part of that, for her own
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family, is because of Bobby’s speech
problems.

They did not

wish the fact of two languages to confuse
him further.

inter-marrying has also drawn away
life.

from,

The

purely Polish ways of

Where once the summer picnics sponsored by
St. Stanis-

laus church drew mostly the families from
the Polish-American

community, for some years past they have ceased
to have this

uniqueness.
1

They now draw all groups in Franklin.

ran actually thinks this is a good thing.

that when she was

a

schoolgirl people always asked, "What are

you - Polish, French, Italian?"
question.

She says

She felt uneasy with that

Now with less emphasis on ethnic background, she

believes it’s better all-around.

She is aware of all the low

jokes and foolish humor around the fact of being Polish.

Ferhaps another reason this family no longer holds to-

gether is that as the parents aged, Mr, Gajdek turned more and
more to alcohol, with his wife standing helplessly by.

Fran blames her mother for this, not her father.

But

She had said

to me at one point:

When he retired, the
It’s her I blame, I really do.
And then she got into
first f ew years went by fine.
such a rut with the kids - always the kids - the meals
and that, and she always had to stay on a certain
She's only got those two boys home now.
schedule.
Junior's in his 30 ’s and Andrew's 23. My father would
want to go here and there with her, but she's got to
do all those things at a certain time for the boys I
Then he got into the habit of stopping down the Hall.
You might say he was alcoholic by then.
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Fran girdles nervously as she talks about her father.
She added, then:

One of these days I'm going to get mad enough
at her and I'll tell her, "Hey, you asked for
it.
When he wanted to take you here and there
you always had some darned stupid excuse." I
feel like saying to her: "The boys are big
enough,
Ma.
You could make their supper, leave it for
them.
They could warm it up. They wouldn't miss
you, and if something happened and you were working hard, they would enjoy going down to McDonald's
for lunch.
They're not babies!"

When she told me about her parents,

I

wondered to my-

self if Tony, like his father-in-law, had not felt neglected

because of his wife's over-involvement with their children?

When

I

•

asked Fran if she thought Bobby's retardation and the

amount of time needed for him might have contributed to Tony's
leaving, she answered, "Oh, he said that, but it was just an
excuse.

I

told him,

'I

didn't get rid of you and I'm not

going to get rid of him,'"
It is not easy for Fran to admit that anything she

might have done in any way contributed to the break-down of
this marriage.

She obviously does not see the parallel in

her own life to the behavior she decries in her mother: how

her life is organized rigidly around a time schedule and how
she would not accompany Tony to his favorite places,

tends to view things simply, in black and white terms.

Fran

It was in October,

on one of my last visits, that

found Fran very agitated when

arrived, at about 4:00 p. m.

I

Earlier that day she had taken

I

a bus

bus she saw her daughter, Nina.

in to Drackton.

On the

Nina barely glanced at her

mother and turned her head the other way.

Fran walked to the

back of the bus and tried to calm herself.

When

I

arrived she

and Gloria were talking about this incident and Fran was
still

very upset.

Again she explained, as she'd done several times before,
the reasons why Nina had left home.

It seemed as though Fran

argued with herself, justifying to herself once again why there
had been this rupture.

She told me she just could not allow the

kind of behavior Nina was exhibiting.

She would bring her boy-

friend up to her bedroom and close the door.
up there alone for hours; once even overnight.

They might stay
This shocked

Fran, it was insupportable,

Fran would say to Nina, "Hev, maybe I'm not like other

mothers, but I’m not going to have that going on in this house!"

Nina said to her, often, "Ma, you're so old-fashioned they ought
to commit you!"
me.

.'Fran

would answer, "Yeah, Nina, go on, commit

You'll be doing me a favor.

have any more problems then."

I'll be taken care of,

I

won't

11*2

And she knew Nina was smoking pot.

How did she find out?

Because one time when Nina heard Bobby rummaging around in
her room she suddenly flew upstairs.

When Nina left the house,

Fran went upstairs and looked among her underwear, finding
some papers and a small quantity of pot.

"I told her that

she could not keep that stuff in my house."

Perhaps because she'd had this unsettling encounter

with Nina earlier, Fran on this visit talked obsessively about
those two: Nina and Michael.

Up to this point I had not heard

her say a favorable word about either

;of

them.

When

I

had

noticed a photograph of Nina on the wall, she admitted that
yes, the girl was very pretty but followed that up with harsh

words.

She would not hang Michael's photograph on the wall,

she told me, because he had quit high school six months before
he would have graduated.

Unlike her father, Fran considers

a high school diploma essential and valuable.

Until Michael

achieves that, he w ill not be rewarded by having his picture
hung.

In these small ways does Fran make the distinctions,

rewarding those who live by her rules, withholding favors from
those who do not.
Still, it is painful to Fran that they have left and
she seeks reasons:
is psychotic.

"You know, sometimes

I

think that Michael

He'll go by this house and you can hear him.
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outside:

'That goddamned Son of a Bitch,' just as

loud as he can.

He'll yell,

come out and talk?'

'Hey, Mom, are you afraid to

When he can't find somebody else to

fight and argue with, he'll revert back to this household

and he'll try to start fights like he did when he was a
little boy, you know."
This image of Michael hurling imprecations at his

mother, still trying to get something from her, is
one to me.

change her

I

a sad

w'onder if Fran would ever have been able to

viev; of this

child.

He had obviously been named

the "bad one" in this family and seems to have lived up to

that image.

Fran told me,

One time he actually did come into the house,
I
took the broom and he said, "You'll hit me?" And
I said, "No, I
not going to hit you, the broom
will!" He looked at me, he thought I was kidding.
He
I chased him right down to the post office.
said, "Boy, you should see what you look like!"
I said, "Yah, you should see what you look like.
You're not going to come down here calling me
names, calling me a 'fucking whore' and this and
I don't deserve that."
Out loud.
that.
'

Fran is really upset on this early evening.

Al-

though she had started out distraught about Nina's slight
to her, now it is all directed against the brother and the

remembered hurts from him.

She cannot stop talking about him

said to him, "Hey, I'm in this house 24 hours
What I haven't done
a day, you know that yourself.
I
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for you kids
v;hatever your nroblem is, you're
making^f or yourself." I saia, "Just leave
me
alone." But he keeps coming back to pester
us.
And then he started on Nina and got her to
move out.

Gloria, who had gone upstairs for a while,
now re-

turned to the kitchen.

She listened to her mother, without

comment or change of expression as her mother continued
to

harangue against her brother and sister.
what her feelings were about this.

When

I

I

couldn't tell

asked what she

thought about it, she just smiled and shrugged.

Evidently

she v:ished to remain out of this, at least in my presence.

Fran later said to me that Gloria is "disgusted" with those
two, but that Joe keeps in touch with them and they with him,
to ner dismay.

She fears he will be

'contaminated', per-

haps be influenced by them against her,

Bobby was at home now but had been quietly engaged

during this past hour as we talked.

I

could tell from my

own physical reaction to him that he seemed less tightly
wound.

He did not spring out at me - or at the others - as

often.

He still tore up what paper he could get ahold of.

Fran thought he was going through a pretty good period right
now, she hoped it would last.

And she had no explanation

for his calmer moods.

When Bobby does come into the kitchen soon, Fran

reaches up into a closet, removes a pill from a bottle
and says to Bobby, "Okay, Bobby, let me see it pop."
is

the thorazine pill that’s due to be taken now,

Cocoal" he shouts.

This is a new request.

It

"Hot

"Okay," his

mother responds, "you lie down with the baby doll
there
and I’ll make you some nice, hot cocoa."

She heats this up,

puts it in a plastic baby bottle and cajoles Bobby into taking;
his pill between sucks on the nipple.
Close to 6:00 p, m. on this evening Joe came home,

Fran had been cooking pork chops and zucchini.

Her brother.

Junior, had brought produce from his garden down to Fran

during the summer months and she had frozen a large quantity
of zucchini, string beans, peppers and tomato sauce. He'd

also given her bags full of potatos and many heads of cabbage.
She stored them out in the back hall where it was cooler and,
she said, this was a big help with the food budget.

Joe poked his head into the living room, said "hi"
to Bobby.

Fran told me that when he neglects to do this

Bobby becomes very upset.

She'd talked to Joe and he was

making an effort not to forget this ritual.

Bobby jumped up

off the sofa, ran over and hugged his big brother, his face

beaming with delight,

Fran's mood, too, seems to brighten
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with Joe's arrival.

She becomes almost flirtatious,
joking,

more light-hearted.

Joe has a purple bandana tied
around

his black hair.

As he seats himself at the table
and eats

his meal, he does not talk to us.

Gloria went upstairs, re-

turned with some text books and sat
at the table writing
notes and reading.

I

wondered, aloud, if she could really

concentrate while we were all around, talking.

She said she

was used to it, she could study any place
in this house, any
time.

She is preparing for an exam in bio— chemistry

There was no plan for me to

supper on this evening:
I

I

j

oin the family for

;

had called earlier and asked if

could stop in for a while en route home from work.

Fran

usually did not hesitate to tell me when it would not be

convenient for her,
house.

Joe said he had to go over to a friend's

Bobby picked at some of the zucchini on Joe’s plate.

Fran tried unsuccessfully to get the child to sit down and
eat his own food from his plate but he kept jumping up and

running out of the kitchen.
As Joe was putting on his navy nylon parka, Fran

asked

hirn to

run upstairs and show me what he had made

recently in metal fabrications class.

He ran upstairs, re-

turning with a black, welded, iron magazine rack.

professionally made.

I

It looked

asked if that was a line of work he
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would like to get into.

He said no, he just liked making

things like this; he wasn’t sure exactly
what he'd do when
he graduated from high school.

I

knew from Fran that he

was very good at doing many things with his hands.
VIhen

Joe left, we continued to talk for a while.

Fran stood near the table, munching on
on Joe's chop.

meal.

I

a bit of the pork left

never saw her sit down and eat a proper

She balanced herself on one foot, so to speak, eating

on the run.

I

was reminded of something she'd said to me

about her father:

"He's always on the go, can't sit still

for a minute ..."

That remains my picture of Fran: a sponge in one
hand, wiping; reaching for a cigarette and lighting one

after the other, stooping, bending constantly, picking up
the detritus of Bobby's activity.

I

had liked Fran from

the start and my liking for her had increased over the months
of my visits.

With Fran was never the issue that developed

with at least one and perhaps two of the other women: her
wish that we might be friends.

She did or said little that

might create personal links between the two of us

.

I

felt

that Fran probably exhibits little curiosity about others'

lives, in general.

She seems uninterested in developing this

side of her personality.

She is wholly involved in main-
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taining this family and has turned
herself away from the
wo rid

.

Perhaps she has not been in the world,
ever, from

childhood on.

It has always been family and
these close

ties that have been most important.

There were some areas of her life that we
never satis-

factorily explored.

As to her own sexuality,

this is one

area that she quickly let it be known, she would
prefer to
leave out.

In fact,

I

doubt that she gives this part of her-

self much thought these days.

At present,

no interest In any man, grimacing when

question.
for that ?"

"Are you kidding?

I

When would

certainly, she has

asked her such a
I

ever have time

She dismisses the subject, quickly passed on to

something else.
When I'd asked about her early sex education, she
said,

lightly, "Oh, you know, when there are so many of you,

you kind of pick things out,"

Her mother never talked to

her about menstruation, about relations with boys.

She her-

self, today, does not discuss this with her children, except
in the most dutiful and clinical way, when they were very

young.

To Fran, discussion about sex with the children means

relating the bare facts of procreation.

Although, in her

milieu, she might even be thought more liberal than most.
She told me that when the children were very little, someone
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walked In once as she was diapering the infant
Dohby.
neighbor was astounded:
of a girl?"

The

"You mean you change a boy in front

Fran says to me, "I'd have gone nuts if

I

had to

carry the baby into another room and worry
about what Nina
or Gloria are doing by themselves, or if
to leave the room.

normal thing.

I

had to tell them

If you don't say anything it's just
a

If you send them out of the room they're going

to wonder why you're doing that.

When they get older they

have their own feelings of privacy when they’re getting dressed."
It seems that she has been able to move away a little

bit from the prevalent Victorian ideas that bolster more

typical Franklin prudery.

In this community there are wide

differences between the generations around issues of sexual
behavior.
these days.

Fran herself is shocked at the books one can read
Nina's permissiveness for herself with her boy-

friend dismays her:
To me it's as though she doesn't think much of
herself.
If you don't have morals or principles,
you don't have anything to guide yourself with
These kids want too much freedom; they want everyIt's all "just for me."
thing just handed to them.
So that, while it is true that Fran has

a

legitimate

excuse of Bobby’s exorbitant needs to keep her tied to the
home, my feeling is that she has no desire to be involved in
a

'mating' game.

Whether she ever misses or feels the need
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for sexual involvement

feeling its lack.

I

never learned.

She utterly denies

When Tony lived with her, evidently this

part of their lives was no more satisfactory than any other
part.

Fran shrugs, olfers little when

this.

Because he started "running", as far as Fran knows,

I

question her about

about nine years after they got married,

I

did affect their sexual relationship.

don’t have much to

I

would assume this

go on in this regard, however,

Fran never brought up the subject of the women's movement.

When

I

questioned her directly about her thoughts, if

any on it, her answer was predictable.

She has a stereotyped

notion that all it means is the demand for "equal rights" for
women.

She says:

think they're crazy, going for equality.
I
think that's going too far.
I can see equal
rights up to a point - rights for a woman, but
I don't think they know what
not equal rights.
they're going for. Like, can a woman drive a
truck like a man can? Can she do that kind of
heavy work?
I

She thinks for a moment, and adds:

Like a man
Hey, I'm for women to have rights.
can leave his wife and kids and nothing is said,
nothing is done. But if I left my kids, I would
hardly hit the town line and the cops would be
after me and everybody would be screaming at me
There is no fa ir way for a woman. When you work,
you got to come home and do all the work there,
And sometimes on the job you get the shit work
too.
where the man gets the best jobs, and you get part
1
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pay raises and he might pet more.

Clearly, Fran is closer to women's liberation than
she realizes but the term itself continues to have
a negative

connotation to her.

I

think it would be satisfying to her

to talk with other women like herself and share their ex-

periences.

They would have much to compare.

of that happening is slim.

The possibility

While she believes she is

criticizing, she is actually concurring with the goals of
the movement:

Those vounp women dorft know what they're talking
about. There are two different sexes involved
here and a woman's life involves a lot more, I
think, than a man's - physically, especially if
they have kids.
Yet they scream for equal rights
on the job and when they go home they have to do
the cooking and the cleaning and the picking up
they have to be crazy

—

1

But Fran is very concrete, as are most blue-collar

women.

She rarely generalizes about the lot

cf

all women.

She knows what she lives with and what her life has been
like up until now.

pect in the future.

She has a good idea of what she can exShe knows that when she went to the

local police department to have them pick Tony up for non-

support, she received no help from them, even when she

suspected he was still in Ridgefield.

When he left the State,
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they said to her:

thing.

"Well, he's not around, we can't do any-

She is suspicious that some of the local policemen

were cronies of her husband's, perhaps receiving stolen
tires

from him when he worked for the tire company.

trustful of men, for the most part.

She is mis-

She never really expects

to get help from people in authority.

But, during one of cur last chats together, before
the 1976 election, she voluntarily brought up that subject.

She could become passionate about the failure of the Republican

Party.

She is a registered Democrat, as are her mother and

She will not fail to vote, she says, and it will be

father.

a vote for

Jimmy Carter,

She speaks with energy:

I grew up in the depression and I knew it
Huh
was the Republicans who put us there. When I
got out of high school a Republican was in office
and I couldn't get an office job, there was a recession.
And now my kids are having trouble finding
jobs and a lot of people around here are out of work Republicans in office again'. It just seems that
when Democrats are in the White House things are
better for people.
l

•

ill

Gloria had continued to study, her head bent over
her books.

She kept her arms stretched protectively over

her notebooks and papers as Bobby every now and then tried

pulling them off the table.

One leg, her bad one, was stretched
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out on a chair in front of her.

Bobby had lined up six small orange
juice cans,
the frozen variety.

for himself.

He was setting up a game of bowling

Out of his gym bag he took some small,
white

plastic balls and proceeded to try to knock
down the cans.
He had owned a real miniature bowling set
but had pitched
the pins out of the window over a period of time

ren had walked off with them.

arid

child-

Fran refused to buy another

set for him and he had devised this game by himself.

Fran was washing the dishes as
I

I

prepared to leave,

had known her for the past eight months;

that this was the end of our relationship.

would want, for myself,

didn't feel

I

I

thought

I

to return periodically just to see

how things were going for her,
I

could not imagine what might happen to make life

easier for Fran and her family.

Perhaps if Bobby continued

to be less agitated, Fran's life might ease.

As he got

older, maybe she would return to school for some training
or further education - if she could figure out what she

wished to learn.

Fran's dreams for Gloria might be realized

if the girl finished her college studies and perhaps even

went on to graduate school.

Perhaps Fran would soften
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towards Michael and Nina and there might
be some recon-

ciliation.

That seemed doubtful at this point.

that Joe would be o. k.

thought

Fran’s sense of humor, her playful-

ness sometimes seemed to mitigate the despair
see.

I

I

would often

There was an order and a flow in this household,
all

created by Fran, alone.

I

hoped the family would not go under.

Nevertheless, Fran ought to have the last word.

Despite my certainty that to feel pity for Fran was to
i

demean her,

I

found myself overcome with compassion on

many occasions when we talked.

What she said to me one very

hot night in July remains the best statement,

I

think, of

what it is all about for her:
You just have to accept it all.
I figure Jesus gave
this problem to me,
I don't kno w where I’ll go after
I'm dead, but If I go down there, hell must be a lot
easier than it is for me on earth.
I figure when my
mother dies and my father dies, when they get up to
heaven they'll have each other. Who am I going to have?
I'll be alone. Well, I'll have Bobby up there, sure.
Eut what difference does it make whether I'm up there
or down here?
Same thing.
It doesn't make any difference whether I'm down here working or up there, dead.
It may be
Life is going to be hard ’whatever it is.
easier up there but it's going to be just as lonesome
because I'll be alone.

CHAPTER

V

MARIA 5C0LA
ihe name of Maria Scola had been given
to me by

Joanne Braun, the 25 year old woman who is
included in
this study.

Fifteen year old Angela Scola often baby-

sits for Joanne’s daughter, Denise.

In addition, Maria

and Joanne encounter one another at various bars in

Franklin from time to time.
V/hat

Joanne told me

vras

that Maria’s husband had

left her about four years ago for a young woman, that

Maria had six children ranging in age from 10 to 23 and
that she worked nights at National Cable, a factory in

nearby Orantly,

I

knew also that both Maria and her ex-

husband, Nicholas, were Italian-Americans and that they
had both lived around here all of their lives.
amount of information

I

With this

called Maria one day in March, 1976.

By this time the lack of curiosity displayed when

called and explained what
to me:

I

I

wished was no longer surprising

it seemed the habitual response,

Maria, too, accepted

my statements matter-of-fact ly and said sure,

I

could stop

156

by tomorrow, she'd be at
home.

The next day

found her easily, her house
being

I

located one block beyond
Ryan's Bar, a place whose
perenially lighted neon sign I
passed daily on
my way to and from

work at the clinic.

I

knew this was that section
in Franklin

inhabited mainly by Italian-Americans
On this day in mid-March,
the sun was trying to warn
up a still-chilled late winter
afternoon.

As I drove my

Fiat up to the ’second house on the
right’

I

saw a short,

stockily built woman over on the side of
the house hanging
clothes up on a circular clothesline.
up clothes as

I

She continued to hang

emerged from the car, jumped over a puddle of

water in the curbless street, walked over and introduced
myself.

Maria - who indeed this was

-

said,

"Hi,

I

just got a

coupla more things to hang up," and proceeded, clothespin in
mouth, tp pin up blue jeans, T shirts, towels, underwear and
sheets.

doors and

nodded.

It had been a long time since I'd hung laundry outI

asked if

I

might help.

With full mouth, she

Working together we quickly emptied the large, red

plastic clothes basket of the damp laundry.

I

had a chance

to steal sidelong glances at Maria who, although I’d just

met her, spoke as though

I

knew whereof she spoke:

Nancy was supposed to hang these up. They've
been sittin' in that basket in the basement
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since last night.
1 just knew
IMltilV sne
lpsvp ifshe'd
d leave
Then When she wants her
things
shP'iT T*
hey * Ma * wh e r e's my
"
’
clean
pants?"
'

Already

I

Knew

I

was going to enjoy
Marla.

without artifice or
self-consciousness.

She was

The fact that a

strange woman was coming by
to discuss her inclusion
in
research study obviously meant
little
to her.

showed me a woman of about
player.

5'

My glances

tall, built like a football

On this day she was wearing
a pair of green and

white checked acrylic pants and

a

dark blue sweat shirt.

®uld see broad, powerful-looking
shoulders and arms.

m

a

I

Later,

the house, when she'd pulled off
the bulky sweatshirt,

X

could discern a solid body which
boasted no waistline but

rather a bulging abdomen with which
she leads in her surefooted

s

tide.

Under the blue sweat shirt Maria had been

wearing a grey-blue nylon T shirt of the kind
she favored:
photo-engraved with art-deco images.

This one depicted a

basketfull of fruit adorned by abundant green leaves.
to see a number of such shirts on her.

I

was

She told me she

loved them and picked them up at discount houses and
department
stores, often for as little as $2.98 a shirt.
As we had entered Maria's house

pite her bulk, she was agile.

I

could see that des-

Several wooden steps are missing
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from the small entrance stairway leading
to the house and
one has to take a giant step to reach
a small cement plat-

form in front of the door.

This Maria maneuvered eas'l”

swinging the laundry basket ahead of her.
.Into

Following her

the large, open space of the ground floor of
her two-

story house,

I

reflected that this must once have been a

very pleasing farmhouse.

Now the two modern, bowed picture

windows on either side of the front door had bastardized the

structure and the bright yellow painted clapboard was garish;
yet, sitting as it did in an open field of about one— half

acre, tall mountains rising on all sides of the house, this

did not seem a bad place to live with one's family.

Maria walked over to the sink which was full of dirty
dishes
mugs.

,

pots and pans and withdrew two heavy white coffee

Without asking, she poured us both a cup of instant

coffee, having her's with heavy sweet cream.
look at Maria more closely.

Now

I

could

Her face is beautiful in a

classic, Italian way, with strong bone structure but delicate

features.

Her expressive and warm brown eyes give a

vivaciousness to her face which is further accented by a
wry smile which plays about her lips as she talks to me.
is as though she finds what she tells me very amusing, not

to be taken too seriously.

It
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was to learn about Marla
that even when she would
recount the bitterest of tales,
it was hard for her to
repress this self-mocking smile.
A fine, small, straight
nose
sits above her well-shaped
mouth with its full, pouting
I

lower lip.

I

think it is the delicate carving
of this lower

ip which gives a particular
quality of beauty to Marla's

face.

This pouting lower lip is a
family characteristic

and is what one notices first on
meeting most of the children,
which on this first visit I was not
able to do.
A head of
fine,

light brown hair, cut short and shaped
with surprisingly

good style frames Maria's face.
It v/as impossible not to be amazed
at the clutter

exhibited in this downstairs area where we now sat,
made little of it, saying to me only:" 0
mess.

I

didn’t feel like cleaning when

Some days Ijust hate to do that junk,"

h,
I

Maria

don’t mind the

woke up today.

In addition to the

mess in the sink there was children’s clothing scattered

about, some of it on the table where we sat drinking coffee
and talking, as well as occupying the rest of the chairs
and the tops of chests and cabinets.

Newspapers, magazines,

assorted brie a brae covered most surfaces,
I

yond what

had still not explained the purpose of my call beI

had told Maria on the phone, but she did not seem
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in any hurry for further
explanations.

I

finally broke

into something she was saying,
explaining more, telling

her that this could be time-consuming,
that

I

would like

to spend a good deal of time with her
and her family.
She then looked around the large room
with an amused look

and said, "Sure, why not, but do you think
you can stand it?"

When

told Maria that

I

I

would protect her anonymity,

disguising her name, certain characteristics, the name of
the town, she said,

"I don't give a damn, you can use my

real name if you want to.

anybody

I

don't have to hide anything from

.

I

learned in talking to her this day that she had not

had much sleep following work on the night shift last night.
She has had a cough, has not been feeling well and thinks she

will make an appointment to see the doctor.
thought it best not to stay too long.
for me to return the following week.

that Maria would not be reticent.

viewing her,

I

thought.

I

Therefore

I

We made an appointment
I

could see already

It would be fun inter-

was to find with Maria, as with

two others in the study, that she was impatient in discussing

her past life.

The present is so gripping and requires such

attention and resilience that it seemed hard to Maria, as it
did to at least Fran and Ginny, to concentrate on the questions
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about their pasts that

I

asked.

It required strong will

on my part to glean from Maria the necessary background

information.

Her pull is to the present and once

tained the minimal amount necessary,

I

I

had ob-

did not try to force

her into such journeys, unless she herself took that path.
During the next few weeks, going into April and warme r

weather

I

stopped by for an hour or so, getting to know

Maria better and gradually meeting those in her family who
were around,

I

was to continue visits and contacts into

Feburary of the following year,

a total at

this writing of

more than eighty hours spent with this woman and her family.
It was never a chore to be with Maria; rather I found myself

drawn to her home and sometimes would stop by spontaneously
for a brief visit, even if she were not at home.

Maria put no restrictions in the way of our contacts.
If

I

wished to sleep over, that was fine, no problem.

One

or another of the children was always sleeping two blocks

away at Nonny's house, their paternal grandmother.

would always be

a bed or a sofa

where

I

could sleep.

There
Meals

likewise would be no problem, not that she often made regular
meals for the family.

Vie

could go over to Ryan’s, the bar

around the corner, if Maria, didn't feel like cooking, and
we could talk there - or whatever.
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For the most part

I

followed a similar routine

Faria of calling ahead, that
with the other three women.
she would let me know.

very simple with Maria,

I

v/ith

had pursued and was pursuing

If a visit were not convenient,

Such arrangements turned out to be

There simply was no problem about

any of that
I

had the feeling that

if

Maria took to one, it was a

most natural process to begin to feel a part of this family.
I

had occasion to see Maria's enmity on occasion and realized

that she was by no means universally good-natured; therefore
I

was grateful that she accepted me readily and made me feel

most welcome and comfortable in her home.
Maria,

I

learned, was born ^2 years ago in Brackton.

Her mother too had been born in that city but her father had
come as a young man from Venice, Italy.

Until his death at

the age of 39, he had worked as a cook in Brackton restaurants.

One night at a party he and another man had fought and his

back had been broken.
tal.

He died shortly thereafter in the hospi-

Maria was three at the time.

To support Maria and her

four sisters, the w idow worked as a waitress and also received

public assistance.

younger one.

Maria has three older sisters and one

That happens also to be my situation in my family

as well, a similarity that was of interest to me, although
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do have an older and a younger brother,
in addition.

bhen Maria was eighteen and seven months pregnant,
she married Nicholas Scola, the young man
with whom she’d

gone out for the previous year and a half.

Both of his

parents had emigrated to Franklin from Italy.
in this town about 49 years ago.

He was born

This marriage with Nicholas

lasted about nineteen years and produced five more children

following the birth, soon after the marriage, of Nancy, the
oldest child.
a

Vito, no w 22, is just finishing four years as

oiologv major at a nearby Catholic college,

Angela is al-

most 16; Richard is 14 and there are twins, David and Penny,
who are now 10

When

I

first started to interview Maria, her marital

status was ambiguous.

There had been no final divorce decree,

so that officially she and Nicholas were still married.

For the past three and a half years he has been having a

rather open affair with Veronica Lancia, a hairdresser living
and working in Brackton,

She is now about 28 years old, or

a bit over twenty years Nicholas’

Some six weeks after

I

junior.

had first met Maria

I

stopped

by at her house for a pre-arranged session, the plan being

that

I

would have dinner with the family and sleep over,

going straight to work from her
house in the morning.

As

rot out of my oar, Bozo, the
family's hi ao k mongrel, ran
over to greet me and at the same
time set up a loud barking.
I thought that would
bring Maria to the door. It was
about
2:00 p. m. and X knew that none
of the children would be
I

home from school as yet.
This being a fairly warm May
afternoon, the clothesline

had its usual complement of family
clothing and linen.

I

wondered if Maria had been able to coerce
anyone into the
hanging-up chore.

Maria's eight year old Bonneville Buick

was parked over near the white garage

-

barn structure.

Also

sitting there was an old light blue Ford panel
truck which
I

knew belonged to Nick and which was not in working
order.

Maria had told me, with irritation, that Nick still
kept

a lot

of his electrical business' material in her garage,
as well
as this vehicle which he’d been promising to give to
young

Vito.
Nick, in the years of their marriage, had worked his

way up to a prosperous ownership of a small electrician's

business.

The fact that he earned in excess of $20,000 a

year, according to Maria, while her life was an endless
chore of scrounging for dollars to pay bills and keep the

household going, was one of the greatest sources of frustra-
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tion to her.

After knocking and receiving
no answer,
into the living room,

I

walked

Maria was at the other
end of this

large area and she
beckoned me to come in, while
at the
same time continuing her phone
conversation. Marla spends
a good deal of time on the
phone each day: it is one of
the sources of pleasure in her
life.

While she talked

-

one of her shop friends -

it sounded like a nice chat
with
I

was able to take better note of

the interior of this house than I'd
yet been able to do in

all of the confusion of prior visits.

It was apparent that

a number of small rooms had formerly taken up this
space

and that walls had come down.

This 150 year old farmhouse

had had a number of transformations,
T

V.

hen Maria and Nicholas moved here about five years

after they got married, they rented an upstairs apartment
from the then-owner.
them.

Eventually this woman sold the house to

The young couple, with some outside help, modernized

and renovated, but before that job was completed, the marriage

had ended.

Therefore there is much that was left unfinished,

to Maria's disgust, when Nicholas walked out.

Today, this space of perhaps 18' wide and 30' long

contains on the left a narrow living room and on the right of
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the modernized, center stairway,
is the space for the dining

area and the kitchen.

In effect it is all one large room.

Attempts have been made to indicate
different living areas
by the use of differing floor materials.

Where

I

sat now

at the dining room table, waiting for
Maria to complete her

phone conversation, the floor is covered
by wall-to-wall,
thin, turquoise colored carpeting of a
synthetic fiber.

The

Kitchen area, separated also by an El-shaped kitchen
counter,
has inlaid vinyl squares with yellow, gold and brown
flecks.
In front of me

ures visible.

I

can see about eight different text-

The kitchen counters are yellow pre-formed

formica; the cabinets are brown, wood-toned plastic with

gold handles.

The dining room walls are covered in imitat-

ion white brick wall paper, while the wall space between the

counters and the cabinets have a different imitation brick
covering, this time in tones of orange, brown and beige.

Maria at one point said to me with a w ide smile:
"My taste is terrible.

she has achieved.

I

just like a lot of color."

That

Hanging on the sides of the large picture

windows are bright orange and yellow drapes which can be
drawn so as to provide privacy from the street.
is

The material

not quite plastic nor is it fabric; possibly a plastic-

coated fabric.
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The turquoise floor covering
continues on up the
stairway, alongside of which
runs an ornate, black wrought-

iron railing.

On the other side of the
stairway, the

living room also has this
thin carpeting,

m

that room

are two sofas, one falling
apart, the other in fair condition.

A comfortable-looking brown
leatherette lounge

chair, with pull-out foot rest,
sits in front of a very

large color TV set.

There is also

a

handsome mahogany,

glass-fronted cabinet in the living room.

This contains

quantities of knick-knacks, china and
glassware collected
by Maria over the years.

One wall of the living room has

sliding glass doors to the side yard.

There is no stairway

leading down from the door and one must jump about

a foot to

reach the ground.
On the wide windowsills of the front picture windows
are many plants, laden now with dust.

There are rubber

plants and struggling begonias, Christmas cacti and philo-

dendron in plain clay pots and in ornamental containers.
In the dining area are also several hanging plants held up

by macrameed hangers.

Maria, finally hanging up, does not seem embarrassed

that she has been so long on the phone,
for about fifteen minutes for her.

I

have been waiting

Preparing the perennial
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instant coffee, Maria seens eager to tell
me about the

conversation just concluded.
lay-offs at National Cable.

There have been threats of

Maria and her friend, Debby, at

the other end, have been talking about
who might get their

notices this very night.

Maria has been catching up on

factory news; for some days now she has been out
on sick
leave
xoday the house looks a bit more presentable.

There

is a cleared space on the table where I can put
mv tape

recorder and notebook.

These aids never seem to bother

She jumps in and talks about whatever'

front of her mind.

s

in the fore-

Today it is the threat of lay-offs.

She says she won’t mind if she gets a notice, as she is

really ready for a long period of tine off from work.

She's

been on this job for many years now.
While we talk, Richard is the first to arrive home,
as he usually is.

Once again, his mother barely notices that

he has entered the house.

As a matter of fact, the non-

chalant way people enter and leave this home has impressed
me.

People rarely say "hello” and "good-bye".

Today, as

is customary with him, Richard's first steps in the house

take him to the refrigerator.

He takes out a piece of

bologna and puts it on a slice of white bread.

Fourteen-

169

year old Richard has not greeted me, either, on this day.
He seems a bit older than his years in some ways, as his

body is very well-developed, with Maria's

strong*:,

powerful

arms and shoulders.

He is very good looking, with thick

blond hair, about

4"

5'

tall and with his mother's full lower

lip repeated more strikingly here.

That is his most promi-

nent feature and gives him a surly, pouting look at times.
I

have already learned that Richard was Maria's most trouble-

some child as an infant.

was always crying.

She said he never seemed satisfied,
i

Now this young man sits at the table, throws some school

books in front of him and eats his snack with a glass of
milk.

School.

He is in the ninth grade at Franklin Regional High

Richard seems restless as we continue to talk about

Maria's childhood.

He picks up a fly swatter and begins

flipping it on countertops and tabletops.

Despite his

mother's loud "cut it out, for Christ's sake

I"

he continues

the obsessive swatting.

Maria then says, "Ritchie, go down cellar and do

a

batch of dark and hang up the towels that are in the washing

machine."

Richard ignores her, continues flipping the

swatter here, there, at nothing in particular,
he asks, "Mom, did the plow man come?"

suddenly

"No, and besides,

ii
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She sa '" r'’

way?"

Mhere

ara

Later, when

Gonna pet money for grass seed any-

1

I

ask, Richard explains that they had

Planned to re-seed the side lawn.

It has lost most of Its

crass, large patches of brown dirt
show through all around
the house.

Richard evidently likes the outside
of this

house to look good, as

I

have learned that it is ten-year

Oid David's hope to try to keep the inside
space liveable.
liOV'»

o.ed

tiring of the swatter, Richa.rd picks up

a small

ball, throws it against the kitchen walls, aiming high,

as though taking shots at an invisible basket.

"Will you

stop throwing that ball in the house, goddammit

I"

screams.

However, he

This too sinks as into a deep well.

Maria

eventually puts down the ball, walks into the living room
and turns the TV on to a loud, blaring sound.

For the past

hour he has managed to engage Maria's irritated attention,

although no changes had been made to satisfy her demands.
Maria says to me, "You’d think the kids woulda helped
out when

I

got sick,"

She had told me her cough had gotten

increasingly worse and she’d taken a few days off from work.
She continues:

But no, instead of helping me they make more of a
They expect me to do more ’cos I’m gonna stay
mess.
I am going to
home for a while now. But I won’t.
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start painting the upstairs,
though
I got
tv/o gallons of
paint and I'm going to
move
all the furniture and
stuff out of David's
^ 136 ° ne S d ° ne 1,11 pile a11
th^stuf/tn^l
° tUlf ln hls room
and ^art on Angela's room."
.

'

I

ask if any of the children
will help with this.
Wo,

it'll be easier doing it
by myself when they re
school.
I'm gonna call in sick
and stay home
for at least three more
weeks

m

1

have the feeling that Karia
is not so much feeling

Sick as really tired of working
and wanting to remain at
home to get some needed work done
here,
still coughing and

expressly told by the doctor to stop
smoking, she is unable
to do so.

She smokes constantly as

I

am withher.

Kith the TV still sounding forth loudly
from the

living room, H.ichard is drawn back to
where his mother and
i

sit, and he now resumes swatting invisible
flies.

During

my visits it was Richard who was around
the house most.

Maria told me that he "hardly ever goes anyplace."

Although

he rarely would talk to me, he would sit near where
we

chatted, ostensibly doing some homework or eating.

It could

not have been more obvious that his ears were wide open,
ihis did not restrain Maria from colorful expressions of all

kinds, mostly negative, against his father*

She also tried

to get Richard to confirm to me some of the ugly details in
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her reports but this he would not
do, for the most part.
I

knew that Richard was one of those
whose birth

was most unwelcomed.

Maria and Nicholas practiced the

rhythm method ana none of the children's
births was planned.
In fact, no planning at all seems
to have gone into Maria's

life.

She told me that as a child she was very
easy-going

and she remembers her childhood as a good
one.

She saw her-

self 'not as a leader but not a follower, exactly'.

She

didn't get into much trouble but she liked to fool around
a
lot rather than applying herself to studying.

in algebra and science.
so

I

She says,

She did well

"All my kids like science,

guess it must have been something ..."

When she was

axteen she quit school in her sophomore year.
She says there w as no particular reason for quitting,

just that she knew her family was "kind of poor".

Her mother

couldn't give her any spending money and she saw her girlfriends bringing home paychecks and having money to spend.

Her first job was working at Sperry Electric at Brackton.
She was laid off soon thereafter, for lack of orders, but

soon found a job in a shoe factory, cementing soles on to
gussets of shoes.
my own life.

Here again

I

w as struck by a parallel to

My first job on graduating from high school was

also in a shoe factory where

I

sewed - rather than glued

-

173

tongues to uppers.
It was in her next Job at
Pranklin Pine Spinning,

where she swept floors, that
she net Nicholas.

Even in this

job, "a rotten place to work",
Maria managed to have fun.
She and some of the other girls
would sneak out the back

stairs for coffee and not return
for work when they should.
She remembers teaching some of the
other young women, school

drop-outs like herself, how to smoke.

She herself had been

smoking since about fourteen years of
age.
With her father dead by the time she

r

v.

as three,

it

seems that Maria grew up without strong
parental restriction.

Her mother’s busyness, keeping the home
going for five daughters plus full-time work as a waitress, meant
that Maria

turned to the oldest sister, Agnes, ten years her
senior.
•/as

It

Agnes who told her what little she learned about menstrua-

tion and about sex.

Maria was late in reaching puberty, not menstruating
until the are of fifteen.

prior to that.

Around this time she started hanging out with

a bunch of kids,

and dance in bars
is

She had not gone out with boys

often driving across the state line to drink
.in

the town over the border.

Today Maria

still closest to Agnes, and there is a good reason for this.
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When Maria was thirteen she left
her mother’s home in
Brackton for about two years and
lived with Agnes who, by
this time, was married, had her
first child and was living

eighteen miles away in Ridgefield.

Living space in Maria's

home was strained for the remaining
four girls and the mother
who among them shared three rooms
and also had a boarder who
used their kitchen. Agnes, having a
new baby, invited the

younger sister to come and live with her,
a move which Maria
says appealed greatly to her.

Agnes was kinder, less "bossy"

than her mother.
For those two years Maria went to school in
Ridgefield

and remembers that time with pleasure.

She really enjoyed

being away from her mother and the other sisters.

Maria

sees herself at that time as "just like a vagabond".

She

found it quite easy to leave home and settle in with Agnes,
iwo years later, Agnes in the midst of a broken marriage,

Maria returned to Brackton.
for only one more year,

Thereafter she remained in school

Agnes eventually remarried and moved

out to Anaheim, California, where she is now happily married.

Right now Maria is looking forward with excitement to a visit
from this sister.
own life.

Once more

I

am struck with an echo of my

My very favorite sister is also ten years my senior,

the oldest in my family, has moved to California and at the
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time

I

was talking with Maria,

I

was excited about an up-

coming visit of my own to this sister.

Maria and

I

continued

to have many things in common.

Besides Agnes, there is a sister
who is six years

older than Maria and who has remained in this area.
Josie, and she is the only one of the sisters

personally.
field,

I

That is

was to meet

She is a telephone operator and works in Ridge-

Her husband works for a drug store.

Their eldest

son, recently married, has become a new father and Maria and
I

visited Josie

's

house where the granddaughter had been

brought for a visit.

When Maria was growing up, she and Josie

were not close, but today they see each other frequently.

Josie visits their mother almost every evening to have dinner
with her.

If Maria wishes to see this sister, this is where

she usually sees her, at their motherb home in Brackton.

Another sister, Lucille, two years older than Maria,
lives in California and she too is on her second marriage.

According to Maria, Lucille
daughters, her husband being

is

the richest one of the five

a very

successful salesman.

Maria

has little use for this sister, while denying that she actively

dislikes her.

She will say of Lucille:

"Oh,

I

like her all

right, but she don't part with a nickel, not like Agnes.
not generous."

To be generous is

a

She's

ruling principal for Maria.
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She is contemptuous of those
who are not.

Maria, Agnes and Josie make fun
of Lucille, parti-

cularly because for years this sister
has been seeing

psychiatrist.

a

Maria cannot understand how anyone
can spend

$^5.00 an hour talking to someone about
their problems.
"I spent one night with her when I
went out to see Agnes

in California and

I

said to her,

'You know, I'll listen

to all your problems for $35.00
an hour’

...because, you

know, once she starts talking about all her
aches and pains
she don't stop."
i

Maria came next in the family with Jeanne, who is
now thirty nine, the youngest.

When Maria talks of this

youngest sister, she denies feeling jealousy or anger, but
she mentions often how Jeanne was her mother's "pet".

It

was Jeanne who got the bicycle as a young girl, although

Maria had hungered and begged for one.

She attributes her

mother’s preference for Jeanne to the fact that she was the
baby, but now Maria will say, "I don't know,

been jealous,

I

wasn't jealous.
about it."

I

guess

I

shoulaa

shoulda got the bike instead of her, but
I

rode the bike anyway and

I

I

wasn't mad

Maybe.

One thing she cannot understand, and that is why she
had to do "all the nigger work" at the time, when Jeanne was
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not expected by their mother to help in the house.

instance

,

For

their apartment was heated by coal and her

mother would expect Maria to carry the coal up from the
cellar and shovel it into the stove,

from this and other chores.

Jeanne was exempt

But Maria will not express an-

ger at her mother or at Jeanne, even now.

The fact that she

remembers these things so well and chooses to discuss them

with me lead me to believe they bothered her more than she
now admits.

I

would suspect that Maria believes one ought

not be jealous of one’s flesh and blood.

Although she was never close to her mother, she felt

respect for the older woman's strength and ability to keep
her family going, following the death of her husband.

realizes that her mother's life was very hard.

She

Today she

will not conjecture on what her mother’s life must have been
like then.

She will say only, "In those days, you know, if

you didn't mourn your husband for ten years you were no good.
People would come down on you if you didn’t do that, or
that's how it struck me, anyhow."
Of the fiye daughters, then, only Maria and Josie

still live in this area.

However, Maria does maintain

frequent contact with all of her sisters, especially with
Agnes.

Last year Maria went by plane to visit Agnes and had
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a

wonderful time.
Of all the girls, only Agnes and Josie
graduated

from high school.

They all attended Sunday School as child-

ren, learned their Catechism and had their
First Communion.
Not a great deal was made of church— going as she grew
up.

Today Maria never attends Mass, although she wishes her child-

ren would do so.

It seems hardly likely that they will,

since they receive no pressure from her to practice religion.

Maria otten speaks with strong feeling about priests and the
church, feeling that they favor the wealthy.

Che has been

made to feel uncomfortable, not welcomed, by her parish priest.
She notes that he fawns on the wives of the professional men
in town.

When she will talk of her youth, Marla says she and
Agnes were probably the best off, they "took things in stride,"

things didn’t bother them as much as it did the other three
girls.

manager.

Their mother was a very good cook and an efficient

They always had enough to eat, they had enough

clothes, a house that was clean and nice. "You know, like

was never ashamed to bring my friends home."

I

She remembers

that one thing that made her feel bad as a child was when the

children in school were asked to make Father's Day cards or
relate some experience had with the father.

She missed having
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a father as she

grew up, but like everything that she re-

ports to me about those early years, she minimizes the

effect and says it wasn't anything terrible.
So Maria grew up without thinking at all about the

future.

She never thought in terms of having to make a

living.

At the back of her mind, she believes, must have

been the idea that she would marry young and stay home with
her children.

The only thing she regrets now about getting

married so young is that she has not been able to travel.
She used to think about wanting to leave Franklin.

seems unlikely.

not feel trapped.

Now that

While she feels constricted here, she does

•

Nothing is urging her to make any crastic

changes or to do this "travelling" she once thought about.

Because of her financial condition it is a pleasant fantasy
in which she sometimes indulges.

Maria is a realist and a

pragmatist and doesn't spend much time on regrets.

when she speaks of Agnes' life, she sometimes sounds
exactly envious - but subdued.

True,
- not

Agnes has been to Europe,

she and her husband - who owns his own tool

&

die company -

are planning a trip to Israel; they have been to Hawaii, to
Las Vegas, and they own a big ranch in the northern part of

California.

Maria is happy for Agnes, only wistful that

their lives have provided each with such disparate experience.
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sense that there probably were
no r reat strains

for Maria as a child.

She was a tomboy; did not
ret into

any major trouble but was always on
the go, always active as she Is today.

Getting pregnant, getting married
this happened with not much thought.

- again all of

While she and Nick

were dating for that year and a half they
did not really
talk about marriage.

He was twenty three, she was seventeen.

Her pregnancy "pushed things along".
and her mother had no real objection.

Her sisters liked Nick
Even if she had,

Maria was headstrong and would have gotten married over herobjections
Two months after Nancy was born, Maria was pregnant
again.
I

Although Nick would "pull out", Maria got caught,

can’t imagine Maria being able to manage the rhythm system.

She hoped strongly that she’d have a miscarriage, feeling

ill from the beginning of this second pregnancy to its end.

But eleven months after becoming a young mother for the first

time she had another infant to care for.
her.

It was hard on

Nick, struggling with one job after another and trying

to get established as an electrician, was of no help to her

in the house or with the babies.

Somehow the rhythm system did work for the next six
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years as It took that lon
G for Angela to come along.
Klck
would also use "rubbers" and
their sex life had diminished
quite a lot. Either Nancy or
Vito would crawl into bed with
the parents, for comfort, and
it wasn't easy with the thin

walls of this renovated house to
have privacy.

About sixteen

months later Richard was born.

Maria traces many of the marital
problems to the time

when Richard arrived.

He slept little,

cried constantly.

She

recalls being very irritable most of the
time around then,
hick would stay out very late, claiming
he had to see people
on business or he’d stopped to have a
drink with a friend,
he also started going regularly to the
race track in nearby

Grantly.

By this time he was an apprentice with a small
elec-

trical firm.

Maria gives him credit for always being

a

hard

worker.
In the early years of their marriage they seldom

went out together, had no shared common life.

Nick went out

with his friends and Maria began going out with Nick’s
cousin, Anne.

Ihey might go over to Brackton to see a movie

and then stop off at Ryan’s for a drink af terwards

.

Often,

if Nick were home when she returned he would slap her around

for staying out late; but this did not deter Maria.

She was
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angry that Nick would never take her
out of an evening.
She had never been a "stay-at-home”.

Still

a

"vagabond” at

heart, she was restless and irritable being
confined to the

house caring for so many small children.

never interested her.

Housework had

She hated to deny herself the fun of

running around, chatting endless hours
with friends over
many cups of coffee, having a beer at
if not gregarious.
is,

a

bar.

Maria is nothing

To be confined and net able to get about

for Maria, like caging a free bird of the fields.

Nick, however, had been brought up in a most tradi-

tional Italian family.

He had seen his mother cater to his

father's whims, remaining the dutiful wife, performing without complaint all of the chores which fell to her while his

father worked at the Lime Works and hung out with his cronies
as he wished.

Nick expected Maria to fulfill this wifely

role as his mother had done.

He could not understand her

restiveness
Their marital state was not helped much by the fact
that Nick and Maria, during their married life, have always

lived within blocks of his mother.

He has always been, accord

ing to Maria, the "good son" and the favored son.

While he

does have another brother, it has always been Nick who has

faithfully visited the parents each evening, doing jobs for
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the old couple that his father could no
longer do as the years

passed.

When his father retired from

a~o, he slipped into senility quickly.

vrork

about ten years

During his last years,

Nick haa stopped by daily, helping his
father in and out of
bed, doing various chores.

Seeing Nick being such a good son

and such a derelict husband maddened Maria.

Also, she felt

that her mother- in- lav; , "Nonny", never really approved
of her.
It still infuriates her v/hen she remembers that on
holidays

Nick

s

mother often invited him and the children up for dinner

and markedly excluded her.

Nick allowed this.

During those years following Nancy and Vito’s births,
Nonny often criticized Maria to her son, telling him that a

mother's place was at home and that he ought to do something
to make his wife stay home more.

This was a source of many

battles, physical as well as verbal.

These were among the

initial strains in the marriage.
To Nonny, a traditional Italian materf amilias , Maria's

behavior would have been shocking,

Nonny had her own way of

exerting power in her own marriage, letting her husband believe he was King when she was really the one in control.

And

here was her daughter-in-law acting unlike an Italian wife:
she would not be there some nights to give Nick his supper; she

ran around with her girlfriends; she gave Nick a hard time
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when he stayed out late,

ho wonder Nonny and Marla remained

enemies throughout, to this dav

Maria told me that being Italian didn't
mean very
much to her one way or the other.

When she was young the

family went to the Roman Catholic
Church, but her mother did
not insist.
a

Today the church is not part of her
life.

As

schoolgirl she hung out with kids from all
ethnic back-

grounds.

That is, they were mostly Catholic but
might have

been Irish, Polish, Italian or Lebanese.

Today her friends
\

at the factory and around town come from these same
groups

Like many from ethnic roots, Maria's connection to

her heritage today is expressed mainly through food.

She

loves to make Italian meals when she does cook for her family.

Also, true to the tradition in this largely Italian neighbor-

hood, they too keep a small backyard garden each summer,

Maria does not bother with canning or freezing produce.
is bored by this kind of pursuit.

She

Maria expresses little

regret that the customs she'd seen in her mother's home, in
the homes of her Great Aunts, are no longer continued by her.

Vito - Maria's oldest son - did express feelings of
loss when

I

talked with him about these changes.

He regrets

that he no longer helps make dandelion wine, for instance, as
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he once did with his paternal
grandfather.

that the numerous grape

art,

feels sorry

ours which used to adorn many

backyards around here are disappearing.
to have time for such things,
he says.

he hopes to recapture.

lie

People do not

seern

It is a way of life

In his young life he has seen
the

old-world customs, prevalent as he grew
up, now almost completely gone in

iranklin. Perhaps it is because the
real

stresses of daily life are so all-encompassing,
people around
here cannot indulge in these activities
which require a

certain amount of leisure and peace of mind.

Maria says she does believe in God.

Vito,

know,

I

attended Mass regularly when he was an undergraduate at
the
Catholic college

.

Nancy goes to Mass once in a great while.

Occasionally, if Vito is generous, he will allow the younger
children to accompany him to church.
It was about four years ago,

she says, that she, Maria,

became aware that Nick was going out regularly with

a

voung

woman named Veronic Lancia, aged twenty three at that time.
"Hey," Maria spits out, "something's got to be fishy when a
guy who's got a wife and six kids goes out and buys a two-

seater sports carl"
I

notice new that with Maria getting into

a

discussion

of their marital problems and Nick's involvement with Veronica,
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Richard's distracting activity had increased.

For a while

it seerr.ed to have escaped Maria’s attention as
she warmed

to the details of Nick's behavior.

Now, she suddenly sprang

up from her chair and with anger grabbed the flyswatter,

placing it high on a shelf in

a cabinet.

It was now around *1:00 p. m.

twins would be appearing.

and

I

wondered when the

Maria seems not to be concerned

about what hour the twins return from school each day.

David will stop by at Nonny

'

and chickens that she keeps.

s

Often

to help feel the ducks, pigs

Also, in the summer months

David, Angela or possibly Penny might go over thereto help

her out with the vegetable garden and with the numerous fruit
trees in her small backyard.

Actually, Maria welcomes the

children's involvement with their grandmother.

For one

thing, she thinks they ought to be close to the old woman

and when they are there, she knows they are safe, might get
a zesty meal and are out of her hair.
die
M

But in fact, even if

objected there is little she could do about it.

She says,

0h, theyjus tlove Nonny, they'll do anything for her.

I

can't talk about Nonny in front of the kids because they hate
it when

I

make fun of her."

As I spent time here,

this

sentiment did not prevent her from criticizing and making
fun of her mother-in-law, for whom she saved some of her
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choicest expressions.

Thinking now about the twins,
had met them on a prior visit.

I

remembered how

Maria and

I

I

had been talk-

ing for some time, Richard
watching television, when an
attractive, ruddy-faced brown-haired
child ran into the house.
I assumed at first it
must be David, because this young
person had very short hair, cut in
boyish style, wore pants -

naturally - and a navy

blue baseball jacket.

In a very low,

husky voice the child said, "Ha, the Ding
Deng man's down
the street, can

I

have a quarter?"

When Maria responded,

Penny, you go on up and clean up your room
before you go out

again,
I

I

learned that this was the female half of the
duo.

took a while to change my perception, so sure
had

I

been

that this was David.

Penny is very much like her mother in temperament:
a

run-around, a girl with robust energy.

She has a tawny,

healthy compxexion, bright brown eyes and her mother's
delicate nose and well-shaped lips.

On that occasion when

she saw me for the first time, she was the only member of

this family to ask openly who

I

was and what

I

was doing.

Maria had evidently not told her family anything about me

following my first visit,
ed briefly

v/ho

I

was

.

I

spoke to Penny then and explain-

From that time on, Penny and

I

always
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talked together.

In her mad rush through
the house after

school she always stopped for a
minute to give me a hug,
to inquire about my family or
why

some weeks.

I

I

hadn't been around for

remember that on this occasion, after
stopping

for perhaps three minutes, she ran
out of the house again,
not having paid any attention to her
mother's request.

£lso on that particular visit

I

met David.

Of the

twins, he is by far the quieter, less
boisterous, less

energetic.

He is also the neatest one In this family.

seauent ly he invited me up to visit his room.

Sub-

It was the

tidiest spot in the house, his possessions neatly in
place.
He had obviously spent much effort in creating an island
of

order amidst the chaotic household conditions here.

Some-

how he had managed to finagle a room all for himself.
is slighter than Penny in build.

hair.

He has very fine, dark blond

His face is angelically beautiful.
So that,

up until this day when

for the first time,

children.
that

David

I

I

I

was to sleep over

had thus far met only the three youngest

During the entire span of visits, it was Angela

saw least, in fact on only three occasions.

For one

thing, later that summer she would be travelling out to

Tennessee to spend some months with her aunt, Jeanne.
another thing,

For

Angela was closest to Nick and spent more
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time at Nonnv's than at home, perhaps
in hopes of gettinr

attention from her beloved father.
father seemed to disturb Maria,

I

This closeness to her

knew that of all the

children, she worried most about Angela.

Angela sometimes

accused her mother of not loving her, saying that
her mother

never paid her any attention.

Practically every evening

Angela ate over at bonny's and slept over quite often.
was in Angela’s bed that

I

It

would sleep this evening, as a

matter of fact.
Today as

I

am in this home the phone has interrupted

our conversation on many occasions.

Because Maria has not

been in to work for some nights, her colleagues at work have

been phoning her, filling her in on events at the shop.
There also seems to have been a crisis in process involving
a co-worker,

Terry.

Maria received about four calls relat-

ing to this, each lasting over fifteen minutes.

plained its genesis to me:

Maria ex-

Being out sick and missing her

friends from work, she had invited four of them over the previous Friday for breakfast, following their evening shift.
That would be followed by a morning of poker playing.

This

game is a great love of Maria's and she plays several times a

week, usually for pennies, sometimes for nickels.
a

She keeps

jar full of coins in a special place, earmarked for this alone.
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In any event, Terry, although
invited for this

morning's gathering, had not been able
to come.

Later one

of the women present told Terry she’d
been the subject of

conversation at the breakfast, someone saying
that she
showed up at the "Vet's" every day for

a

drink.

Maria seemed to relish the whole brouhaha, not
seeming to tire of the endless repetition on the
phone of who

said what and who responded in what way to whom.

listening to her on the phone
casm:

I

Now,

hear her say, with heavy sar-

"Yeah, Marlene, just tell her we talked about her 'cos

she wasn't here.

Just say we do that all the time when some-

one can’t make it.

Tell her that Maria called up to say

that Terry jumped all over you and say you didn't want
her
to think it's me because you were jumped on all over the day

before

.

My mind boggled at the intricacies here: it sounded

labyrinthine to me.

Maria explained it to me, further:

You see, Terryfe mad because she thinks we were gossiping about her.
But that's not gossiping.
Gossip is
something people make up.
If you yourself tell something about yourself, like, "Hey, I drink a can of beer
each morning," well, then you got to expect people will
repeat it. Hell, I don't see why she's getting so bent
out of shape because we talked about something she told
us herself!

Richard 3s now back in the dining area with us and
asks:

"When we gonna eat, Ma?"

Maria doesn't answer him; it
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seems a rhetorical ouestion.

cooking food in the house.
pots on the stove.

There is a rood smell of
I

walk over ana look into some

There are two large, aluminum
pots here

well as the beat-up looking
copper tea kettle in which
water is constantly being
boiled for instant coffee.
as

In one pot

I

see a large quantity of
spaghetti

sauce, in the other some cooked
chicken legs and wings.
The pungent odor makes me feel
hungry.

Maria says they

usually eat very early and rarely
all sit down together.

Ordinarily, when she's working she tries
to have some supper
i

eadj

for the kids.

It night be just sandwiches which
they

can make themselves, sometimes frozen
pizzas, occasionally a

cooked meal like this one.

I

believe Maria has taken some

extra pains to make a real meal because

I

am to be here.

On this day Penny arrives home before David.

Her

face is flushed; she has been practicing
with her softball
team.

Maria hands her some change, asks her to go around

the corner and buy an Italian bread.

Maria teli Richard to

call Nonny's house and tell David to come on home for
supper.
She knows that Angela will not be home tonight.

She is a

sophomore at the regional high school, Is on their track
team and is running after school today.
she will go straight over to Nonny's,

Following that,
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I

hear very little about Nancy at
this time.

She

is twenty three and in addition
to taking some courses at

the state college, she has a job
as check-out girl in a

supermarket.

She also spends most of her free
time with

Chris DeLisle, her boyfriend.
she will be hone for supper.

Maria doesn’t know whether

Obviously meal times are
,

not times for the whole family to get
together.

Meals here

have a hit-or-r;J.ss quality about
them: who’s here is here

and each eats whenever he likes.
I

We haven't talked about Vito.

assume that he is still up at college.
Nov;

us.

Richard is back again, sitting at the table with

He takes out some notebook paper and a pencil.

Maria

up until this point has not asked him anything about
his day,

about his school work or anything else,

She seems oblivious

to the notion that he might, by his incessant activity, be

wanting something from her.

Nor does he offer any informa-

tion or ask directly for anything, except to inquire about the

supper hour,

I

wonder if he's given up and never expects

her to listen to what he has to say.
Penny returns with the bread.
a very pretty,

She is accompanied by

slightly older-looking girl.

cousin of Nick's who lives next door.

The

This is a second
tv/o

girls go up
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to Penny's room.

Richard phones Nonny’s house for David

again, the line having been busy before.

While he is doing

that, Maria tells me that David is now
Nonny's favorite.

Whoever is the youngest is the one who gets
the goodies from
her.

For some reason, Maria is contemptuous
when talking of

Nick as a "Momma's Boy",

she evidently does not worry about

David's closeness to this woman.
During all of our visits together, Maria rarely sat

quietly at the table with me and talked.

She would be up

and about, answering the phone, going to one part of the
i

house or another.
a steady

In her meanderings, however, she kept up

stream of talk.

Her thoughts flowed from one issue

in her life to the next.

Throughout this period, there were

several dominant issues:

Nick's failure to make the support

payments punctually and her hassles with him over money;
his failure to complete renovations in this house; his de-

linquency with regard to the children.

She also dwelled a

great deal on the lack of cooperation she received from her

children with household chores, especially Nancy.

While she

would often complain of Vito's carelessness and laxness, it
was Nancy who drew her strongest ire.
Now Maria is once more on the phone.

I

lean over to

examine the books which Richard is lackadaisically looking
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through.

They are:

"The Unperfect Society - Beyond
the

New Class," by Miroslav Djilas
and "The World of Communism,"
by Roger Swearingen.

am surprised and wonder how
much of

I

what he reads here he actually
understands.
comment about the books.

I

make some

Maria, returning to the table,

says, "Hey, since when are they
teaching you about Communists
in

.

Marx

our class.
,

I

Richard has had to write

glance through his report.

by rote from the text.

I

a

report on Karl

It appears to be copied

ask Richard if he understands what

he has written about synthesis and
anti-synthesis and he says

yes, he does understand.

Once

area in

on the phone, Maria is now trying to arrange

for the use of someone's pick-up truck.

In Rrackton recently

she has purchased a combination radio-phonograph-TV set housed
in a black lacquered

cabinet.

She has fallen in love with

this second-hand piece of furniture and absolutely must find
a way to get it delivered to her home,

this very night.

During the next several hours, during the supper period and
afterwards,

I

am very impressed with the tenacity with which

Maria continues to pursue the means to get this item delivered.
She makes a number of phone calls,

Richard tries to be help-

ful, suggesting various people she might call.
n

Maria says,

I'm going bananas trying to get that thing down here.

It
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cost ne

$ 60.00

bucks.

I

can’t wait to pet it here."

Penny and her cousin cone
down from upstairs and

run out without saying
anything.

Maria is tolerant about

other children coming and going
from this house.

But now

she seems nervous as she has
been unsuccessful in obtain-

ing a truck.

Richard glances at her as she
smokes and

drinks yet another cup of coffee.

He says, "Ha,

you said the doctor said you shouldn't
smoke."

I

thought

Maria, with-

out glancing at him, replies, "Yah,
he did, but I'm not

smokin' like
I

don

t

I

was.

r.noi

I

I

just take two puffs and put it out.

got.

Acute bronchial pneumonia, or may-

be he said it could gone into pneumonia.

pneumonia, anyway.

I

was really hopin’

It's a form of
I

wouldn't go back to

smoking because I'm really watchin' it, but today I'm
puffin'
a lot because I've been on the phone
a lot."

Maria often

speaks as though forces beyond her control cause her
to do
one thing and- not another, as now in thinking of this
unkept

decision to quit smoking,
Maria doesn't bother to inform me of anything that might
be about to happen during the time

I

an with her.

When Penny

now runs into the house and asks her mother at what time she
can drive her to the softball game later,

I

unders tand that

this is something we'll be doing this evening.

Maria at
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first snaps out:

"I don't know when I'll take you, ask your

father to take you!"

harshly.
I

Penny persists and Maria says, less

Don't worry , I'll take you in time for the game."

was to see Maria respond with anger to one of her children

v:hen I

would be aware that the anger was mis-directed,

I

supposed that the children had figured this out for themselves.
At least

I

hoped so,

Millie, the bookkeeper from National Cable, calls

Maria to check on her sick leave time.
"May 16 is the day

I

Maria says to her,

went to the doctor's and the 24th is
i

the day

I

went back to him.

I

weeks more, before I’m better."
to me:

and

I

"If

I

figure I'll be out a coupla
Off the phone she explains

go back to work too soon, I'll get run down

won't ever get this out of my system.

stay in the house and not do nothin’

.

If

I

I'm supposed to
went back and

worked tonight I'd probably have to stay out all next week
because then I'd come home and have to do the work here and
cook and clean and
I

I

wouldn't get enough sleep.

can catch up on my sleep.

Last year

I

Now at least

had this bronchial

pneumonia too."
It may be because Maria looks so robust and is so

incessantly active while

I

am around her that

I

to believe in this illness of which she speaks.

find it hard
True, she
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did cough a lot on this day and evening and her voice sounds

trained

s

I

sense her anxiety about the state of disorder in

this house and her genuine desire to begin spring cleaning.
am also appalled, as

I

I

spend time in this home, how total-

ly ineffectual she is in getting the cooperation of her children

in this effort.

The children, with the exception of David

and not excluding the two eldest whom

I.

met later on this

evening for the first time, automatically fling off their
clothes and let them lie on the floor.
thing.
I

Nobody picks up a

They might carry their dirty dishes to the sink, but

seldom saw any of them wash a dish after eating from it.
This pattern was a familiar one to me, also, my

mother’s complaining voice sounding in our ears constantly
and yet, except for its carping presence - like the buzzing
of a bee - we children tried to ignore it.

As with my own

mother, whose inability to maintain a tidy home hardly encour-

aged the children to habits of neatness,

I

saw here that

Maria’s own lack of routine and lack of interest in keeping
things in place provided the worst kind of me del for the

growing and grown-up children.
ly about their lack of help,

While she complained constant-

there was no force or bite

behind her unrelenting nagging.

I

rarely saw a child respond
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to a demand of her’s, even with
her voice rising higher

and higher.
It must have been very frustrating
to Maria to go

thus unheeded.

Somehow

I

felt that if Maria truly believed

she had a right to their cooperation, she
would find a way
to get it.

There was such a feeling of hopelessness about

the task of keeping this house tidied up, a
sense of 'what’s
the point, somebody's just going to come along and
mess it

all up again in a second anyway.'
I

And that was exactly so.

can well understand how, having one infant after another,

receiving no help from Hick, discouraged by the endless work
for which she received no reward, Maria took another tack.
She escaped from the housework whenever she could.

Under all

that was a real wish to have things nicer in the house, if

only she knev; a way to do it.
The way she chose for herself was to visit tag sales,

junk shops, antique shops, squirreling away money earned at
poker games, scrounged here and there, in order to buy various
things she thought beautiful with which to embellish the house.
As with this console she wishes so desperately to procure

tonight
Richard, back in the living room watching TV, yells

once more:

"V/hen we

gonna eat, Ma?"

She screams back:
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"Eat whenever you like, for Christ’s sake, stop
burrin' me!"

Amazingly, Peter cones back with, "Hey, Ma, we going to
the

movie tomorrow night?"
Maria

In.

quietly
see

'

s

"What movie?"

voice has dropped many decibels as she responds

Well, Richard, maybe.

,

'Jaws'
I

"Jaws - at the Drive-

But if we do go, we're gonna

and come right on hone,"
ask what else they might have done, rather than

come right on home" and she tells me that sometimes the kids

pester her to take then to the Dairy Queen afterwards.
cannot afford both the movie and the treat later.
calls

She

How Maria

out to Penny, who has returned from outdoors and is

sitting on the sofa next to Peter as they watch a program:
"Penny, try to get through to lion's.
eat spaghetti now.

Tell David we're gonna

Richard, put that goddamned flyswatter

down !
For the most part

I

have noticed that the requests,

the demands the questions and statements made in this home

However, everyone seems

are rarely responded to directly.
to know exactly what's going on,

despite what seems like

missed communication going on all over the place.
Again the telephone rings.
is animated.

When she hangs up, Maria

She says that was her mother, telling her that

Vito's picture is in the paper tonight.

She tells me now
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that Vito has Just graduated
from St. Joe's up in Dorchester.
He is back at home but on
this day has G one, with some

friends, to a college town about
seventy miles distant where
these young men are fitting
themselves out for an upcoming

cross-country trip which they plan to
take in a week or so.
V.'hen

Richard now asks if Vito or Nancy will
be home

for supper, she says, to no one in
particular:

not gonna worry about whether they show
up.
for the young ones, but

will make.

I

"Hey, I’m
I

fix dinner

never know what plans Vito or Nancy

If they come, they come,”

It does

seen, though, that she has made ample spag-

hetti and chicken to feed these older children if they should
appear.
Penny goes over to her mother, who is stirring the
Sa.uce on the stove and asks,

need my sneaker

.

"

"Ma,

did you see my sneaker?

I

Maria doesn't answer, instead calls out

to Richard that the sauce is hot enough now and he can help

himself to supper.

David has not as yet returned, although

Penny had gotten through to Nonny’s on the phone.
We begin to eat.

It is casual in the extreme.

Richard goes over to a cabinet above the sink, removes

a large,

heavy white plate and helps himself to a good portion of

spaghetti with sauce.

He does not take any chicken and his
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mother questions him about why not.
aria says, "Hmn, that's the first

i

I

"I don't
I

like chicken."

ever heard about it!"

think to myself, either she really doesn’t know which

would be surprising
st raightf orward .

but no chicken.

- or he is

teasing.

But he appears

Penny follows suit, taking spaghetti sauce

Maria invites me to help myself,

do as

I

I

have seen the children do, remove a plate from the cabinet
and help myself to both pots,

and legs.

I

do take some of the wings

Maria is sc at ease with herself and with those

around her at all times, it would never occur to her to treat
me differently than others who come into the home.

pleased about that.

I

I

am

feel that her behavior and that of the

children has probably not altered

a great

deal because of my

presence
What

I

begin to sense more and more is that, despite

the nagging, the complaining, the yelling that goes on con-

stantly, there is a marked feeling of warmth and security in
this home, as well as love.

While Maria is not openly affec-

tionate with any of the children, except for David, they must
sense her caring and her basic protectiveness.

apparent: one has to look for it.
there.

Maria finds

It is not

With David the love is right

it hard to let him pass without grabbing
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him and hupping him, tousling his hair,
stroking his cheek
or kissing his face.

He usually tolerates it, not moving

away
She admits to me that he is her 'baby'.

too active, the others are growing up.

Penny is

For some reason David

is the only one she feels she can openly caress.

But

too find my most maternal instinct going out to David.

I

He

has the exquisite features of a Renaissance cherub carved by

Donatello,

Already, Maria informs me, he has a number of

"girlfriends" in his fifth grade class.

Academically, he

is having a lot of trouble, not having learned to read at

grade level yet.
time

I

Maria will speak of this often, but in the

spent with her

I

knew she had not persisted with the

school authorities to get help for the boy.
Some months prior to my meeting her she had called a

guidance person in the school district to talk about this.

Becoming quickly frustrated in her attempt to get remedial
help for David, she had dropped the whole thing in disgust.
This is typical behavior for Maria.

If she feels a person in

authority is giving her a run-around, she will say something
like, "I told them to shove it!

licking.

I’m not going to go ass-

I’m not gonna beg them any more

.

..."

I

was to

hear this kind of sentiment from her more than once.
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Richard, Penny and

I

sat there at the table eating;

while Faria kept jumping up to make a further
phone call
about a truck to hire or to answer a caller.

The meal was

very tasty, sharply spiced with oregano, salt and
pepper.

I

had brought several dozen Dunkin' Donuts with me earlier
that day.

By supper time they had been consumed almost en-

tirely, Richard, Penny and the cousin dipping into the box

frequently as they waited for supper to be ready,

Maria

barely noticed this, did not seem concerned about spoiled
appetites or eating between meals.
I

rarely saw Maria eat much when

I

was with her,

although she is obviously overweight and says that she's
'gotta go on a diet next week.'

She told me at the time

Nick finally left her, after months of moving in and out
of the house following her discovery of his infidelity,
she lost over forty five pounds.
ly,

She adds, with her wry grin:

That pleased her enormous"The whole thing w as

almost worth it, to be thin for a while,"
Around January of the following year Maria did go on
a strict diet,

magazine.

one that she had cut out of V/omen's Day

It was hard for her to remain on a diet, she

says, because of the amount of "junk food" she'll eat when
she goes out to a bar with friends or alone.

Not only the
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quantities of beer she might drink
of an evening, but the
chips and the dips and the pretzels,

the french fries, the

fried hamburgers and hot dogs all
contribute to keeping her
heavy.
At this time she weighs I65
pounds, wishes to get
down to 120

.

In

January, by staying on this carbohydrate

diet and not bringing any snack into
work with her, she was

able to lose ten pounds.

Within weeks, however,

that she was back up to 160 pounds.

I

learned

When Maria plays poker,

which is frequent, the game makes her nervous
and her hand
.uS

constantly dipping into the snack plates.
Lari a finally comes to sit down with us at the table

ano brings a modest amount of spaghetti and chicken on her
plate.

Bozo now starts up a loud barking.

Penny, understand-

jumps up and takes the newspaper from the boy who has

just delivered it to the front door,
be given to her

,

over, reluctantly,

Maria demands that it

Something in her voice makes Penny hand it
Maria starts to look for Vito's graduation

picture when she suddenly lets out a loud whoop:
she yells,

"look at this’"

"Christ:"

And then, "I gotta call my

lawyer i
"What is it, Mom?" from Richard, while Penny continues
to eat her spaghetti, unconcerned.

Her reaction leads me to

believe that such events are not uncommon in this house.
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"They got a tax lien out
on this house," she reads,
dumbfounded.
"That goddamned father of
your's better get his
ass over to the revenue office
and get his taxes paid!"
She reads aloud from the paper:
"Federal Tax liens have
been filed in the Brackton Registry
of Deeds against Nicholas
and Karla Scola of 15 Vale Street,
Franklin."
"Filed

against me!

What the hell's that all about?

get him on the phone."

I'd better

She dials Nonny's number.

She knows

that Nick will be there as he is each
evening at 5:00 p. m.
like clockwork, to have a cup of expresso
with his mother and
see what things need to be bone,
i.

aria, on the phone with her not-quite-ex-husband,

speaks in a calm, matter-of-fact tone,

I

suspect she is

trying to remain cool,

"Nick," she says archly, "did you

see tonight’s Sampler?

Well, you'd better read it,"

with more bite:

And

"They got a tax lien out against you.

What's my name doin' on it?

You'd better pay it.

not takin' this house from me!"

They're

And she hangs up quickly,

evidently not wishing to allow him a response.
When she returns to the table

I

see that she is

agitated, but at the same time she appears elated.

She seems

to be getting some pleasure out of this new development.
I

notice that Maria seems to thrive on the unexpected and the
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complex, rather than being thrown by it.

her with the necessary fuel

It

seems to provide

she needs to keep charged up.

Now she says to the table at large:
It don’t bother him.
Nothin' bothers him.
He says
it s o, k , not to worry about it.
You can believe
I m not going to worry about it.
Let him do the
worrying, not me. Rut if* he thinks they’re gonna get
this house, he's mistaken,
I filed my taxes and I
can get photostatic copies to prove it.
I gotta call
my lawyer and find out if I’m o, k.
Nick musta
forged m.v name on his taxes, if they got it filed jointly.
.

As

am around Maria,

I

I

continue to be impressed at

the legal and financial battles in which she is engaged with

and without her husband.

nicer points, too.
is

She has a fine grasp of all of the

She has been fortunate - or perhaps this

simply a function of her character

-

in having a lawyer

who is thoroughly engaged with her and yet over the past
three years

cf

handling the divorce action for her has only
John Callahan is an elderly

charged her $80.00 thus far.

Irish lawyer, a native of Franklin, known from before to Maria
but since her divorce suit becoming a good friend of her's.
She tells me that sometimes when she calls him he will chat
on the phone with her for over an hour.

lawyer relationship such as
and

I

I

This was a client-

had never seen before, myself,

wondered if it happened often in small towns.

Maria

could shed no light for me on how their relationship had
to this point.

gotten

Maria trusts this lawyer and will do as he says.
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At present Maria's divorce suit against Nick has

been halted.
197^.

Originally filed in 1973, it was withdrawn in

Thereafter Nick filed his own divorce action amainst

Maria, in response to which Mr. Callaghan filed a Motion
for Specifications, to which Nick's lawyer responded with
his Answer to Specifications.
out the year 1975.

All of this continued through-

At the tine of this visit, Maria was

awaiting a decision from a higher court at the State capital
as to whether her notion to drop divorce proceedings would

be granted.

This notion is a legal ploy intended to put

pressure on a recalcitrant Nick, anxious to marry Veronica
and yet not living up to the initial court order for child

support and other maintenance payments.

Maria earlier had told me, with malicious glee, that
at one point Nick and Veronica, thinking the way was clear

for their marriage, had had matched cocktail napkins and

matchbooks printed up with the inscription, "Mr and Mrs.
Nicholas Scola."

They had also set a date for their wedding,

sent out announcements and were then confronted with Maria's

legal block to the divorce.

Maria wants Nick

rupted when he left her.

to

complete the plumbing work interShe wishes to force him to give

had been
her the support payments on a regular basis, as he
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ordered to do but rarely does.

She worries that once she

grants him the divorce she will no longer have leverage to
get him to do anything for her and the children.

factor in her obstructive tactics is money.

'Jhe

major

Maria once

pocketed some statements to customers she found in the truck
Nick had left parked outside of her house.

She learned from

these that he currently charges customers $10.00 an hour for

electrician service.

In addition, Maria is aware of numerous

illegal practices which give him even more income.

She knows,

for instance, that he has arrangements with clerks in hardware

stores and electrical supply houses who might steal a $100.00

item and sell it to him for $30.00

.

Knowing that Nick denies himself and Veronica little
by way of dining out at good restaurants, going on vacations,

buying expensive clothes, she

is

stubbornly determined to get

what she thinks is coming to her and the younger children.
Nancy and Vito, being over twenty one, are no longer dependents and receive nothing from their father.

Maria's financial situation is far more complicated

-

and potentially more hopeful - than that of the other three

women in the study.

Nicholas, through good business sense

in the course of their nineteen years of marriage, had ac-

quired several tenement buildings in Brackton.

These he and
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Maria owned jointly, with the rents from one of them
supposedly to be paid directly to Maria, according to
the separation

agreement.

This she has not been receiving and, in fact, when

they first separated she thought that Nick was uncommonly

generous.
ments,

She therefore did not insist on these rental pay-

She thought that if Nick would pay the mortgage on

this house, plus the support payments agreed upon by both

sides and the Court, that this was quite generous enough.

The Court had ordered him to pay $20.00 per week for each de-

pendent child and an additional $20,00 for her alimony, a
total of $100 a week.

In addition, he was to pay all medical

and dental expenses for the children and Maria, as well as

insurance premiums for the family.
At first he was fairly regular in his support pay-

ments but as months went by it became increasingly difficult
for Maria to get her money when it was due.

It would come

in dribs and drabs, making it impossible for her to plan on

anything.

Maria began to harass Nick on the phone and in

person, furious that he took care of himself and his girl-

friend first, neglecting his responsibilities to his family.

Because when they renovated the old farmhouse he had made it
an all-electric house, this has become a grevious burden to

Maria.

She pays for heat and utilities.

In the vrinter months
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the utility bill has been up to

$

250,00 a month.

Maria

also pays for the telephone bills, the food, clothing,

incidental expenses and upkeep of the house.

She cane out

of the winter of 1975-76 with a balance of $400 owed to the

electric company.

They threatened to shut off her electric-

ity - which would have been a disaster - but she went
”
*

*

to their office and pleaded with then.

••*%.

4

dov.'n
.«

J

*.

They made an arrangej

ment with her whereby she is to add $50.00 on to her monthly

payments year-round in order to cut that balance down before

1

the next winter season when once again her monthly bill will

jump to

$ 250.00

a month.

to insulate this house.

Nick, before he left, was supposed
He never did this, something Maria

chafes him about cdnstantly.

Were the house insulated, it

would of course cut down on all the drafts coming from the
huge picture windows which ring the downstairs area.

Maria receives $3*75
Cable.

around

cin

hour for her work at National

For a forty hour week, her total salary would be
$ 1^10

•

00 .However , with deductions for taxes and pay-

ments on a perpetual credit union loan she has, her take-home
pay is usually around
to

$

80 . 00

.

$ 90.00

weekly at best and often dips

Food costs for this family are high.

Maria tries

supermarket about oneto do one large shopping per week at a
watches out for
half mile away from her home, and she says she
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specials.
It's

fisc

It

costs her about $80.00 per week
for food.

true that when she runs low on
food

or money -

-

she will often buy food on credit
at a small rrocery store

around the corner from her home.
than the market’s.

.She

These prices are higher

currently owes them around $50.00.

The eight-year old Bonneville is another
cause for

constant expense.

It

is

on its last legs but she is trying

to avoid having to buy another secondhand
car.

$1200 about four years ago for this

i 960

She paid

Buick and has just

about finished paying on the loan she took out for it.

She

spends about $10,00 a week for gas when she is working.

The

exhaust system is almost entirely eroded and she complains,
"My tail’s always draggin."

would occasionally drive

During the times

I

saw her,

I

her over to Jim Daly's service

station where she would pick up her car after Jim had tried
to do another ’band-aid’ repair job on it.
it will cost about

must have.

He has told her

$250.00 for the brake job which the car

Right now she owes Jim a balance of almost $100.00

for previous repairs and hates to get in any deeper.
Is

Her car

tied together with wire and Jim's inventiveness at keeping

It on the road,

Maria spends little for herself.

She will buy an

occasional item of clothing when she is out shopping for the
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chi ldren

ohe figures she spends no more
than $150.00 for

her own clothing.

Her most expensive purchase in the past

year was for a polyester knit pants suit
which she bought to

attend

"stag and shower” for a young friend.

a

$^0.00.

That cost

The twins are in need of proper shoes, they
have been

wearing sneakers for many months.
now cost about
of money.

$ 25

.

00

However, shoes for children

she says, and she hasn’t got that kirid

,

Being aware that somehow she had managed to save

$60.00 for the console purchased this past week,

I

realize

that Maria has her own priorities for how money is to be
spent.

It is

terribly important to her to buy a piece of

jewelry for Angela or

a

piece of furniture for the house.

She

is a woman of quick impulses and follows them, rather than

considering rationally that shoes may need to come before
consoles
But now , returning to this evening in May as

I

sat

with Maria and two of her children, she continued to scan the
columns of the ’’Franklin Sampler”, still looking for the

item about the new graduates.

Again there was an outburst

from her but this time she sounded jubilant. "Hey, kids, look
at this

paper:

Your father is a beaut I"

I

”

Again she reads from the

Nicholas Scola of Elmtree Glades in Brackton plead-

ed not guilty to a charge of electrical diversion on May 10th,
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The charge was continued to June 5th."
She explains this to me:
See, Nick got caught foolin’ around with these
wires in the basement of this block that we own
together. This tenant, his lights began blinkin'
off and on so he went dov:n to see what's wrong
and there's Mick and his helper and they're doin'
somethin' to the wires. So he reports it and they
come around to check: the electric company sends
a guy over to check and they find the wire's been
diverted.
That guy
To save himself a lousy $30
a month he might lose his license!
He's stupid,
you'd think he wouldn't take a chance with his
whole business, his whole life. V/hat's he qonna
do if they take away his license?
I

Maria's openness in talking about

markable to me.

Nick seemed re-

She does not allow her children to have any

illusions about their father.

She takes an uncommon pleasure

in presenting his waywardness to them in as unflattering a

way as possible.

Except for Angela, who at this time seems

to prefer her father, the other five children seem solidly

on Maria's side.

While

I

see their efforts to remain neutral,

Maria pushes at them to declare their position.

It is per-

haps one more way she feels she can redress the hurts she has

received from Nick; that is, by turning the children from him.
It often seemed to me that one or more of the child-

ren were embarrassed at the way Maria spoke, in front of me,
of their father.

Evidently they were familiar with this

electrical diversion incident and they do not ask questions
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or seek to discuss it further with their mother,

Richard now in the living room, is banging on a piece
of wood.

home?"

He shouts across the room, "Mom, ’when's Haney cornin'
Nov;

Maria's tension is shown.

into the living room and

I

She stomps angrily

hear her fling the piece

cf

wood

to the side as she shouts, "VJhy do you have to bang all the

Richard’s response is whiny

time?"

"I ain't got nothin'

:

"Go down and do the dark wash

to do,"

"that’ll give you somethin' to do,"

I

I"

Maria yells back,

think about that dark

wash down in the cellar and about the towels still sitting
in the washing machine, probably getting mildewed.

I

wonder

when this will get done and whether it will be Maria who will
do it

Particularly when Maria makes demands of the males
obeyed.
in this family, it seems she does not expect to be
I

would see her, with Nancy, demanding cooperation in a

wav that she did not demand it from Richard and Vito,
-

continues to
Between mouthfulls of spaghetti, Maria

to answer the phone
search through the newspaper, getting up

which now rings even more often.

A

number of people call

to the Scola family in
who have seen these items relating

tonight's paper.

quaintances,

I

and acMaria must have a lot of friends

surmise.

The "Sampler" is published in
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Erackton and circulates in Franklin as
surrounding hill and farm

v/ell

as all of the

tov/ns of the area.

locates Vito's picture and shows it to me.

Finally Maria
His photograph

is next to that of three other young male graduates of
this

small town.

He is the handsomest of the four, by far.

The

photo shows a dark-eyed, dark-haired young man who strongly
resembles his mother, with Us straight Roman nose and firm
jaw.

Maria seems very proud as she tells me about Vito and

his college career.

During the meal Penny has engaged my attention.
is trying to make friends with me.

Now that

I

tently, the little girl emerges more strongly.

She

look at her in-

Her soft eyes

light up as she tells me about the softball game in which she

will play later this evening.

She is wild about softball.

After supper Penny invited me to come upstairs to her

room and see some new posters she had just put up.
v:e

did this, Richard watched a rerun of the "I Love Lucy" show.

During my visits
work.

I

never saw either of the twins doing home-

On this evening, too, Penny did not seem to have any.
I

I

While

had already been upsta irs a few times.

Each time

came up here, mostly to use the bathroom which was on this

floor,

I

was amazed at the incredible messy condition of this

upper part of the house.

If possible, on this evening, it was
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even more untidy that I'd yet seen it.

It was as though

a ninety mile an hour hurricane wind had swept throurh the

rooms, tumbling and scattering clothing, books, toys, shoes.

Because Vito had come home recently iron four years
away at college, adding his possessions to an already over-

crowded space, that seems to have been the added ingredient
I

was now noticing.
We walked into Richard's room, now shared with Vito.

Penny wished to show me Richard's new "Air Flow Hockey Game,"
but it was difficult to discern its outlines under the mountains of stuff piled on top of It.

I

could see a large table

standing in the middle of the room, occupying most of the
space between the two twin beds, each of which also had piles
It was hard

of clothing stacked on the crumpled bed clothes.

for me to understand ho w either of these young men could

find their possessions in this room amid this chaos or how
they could appear each day wearing clothes that were present-

able.

They did, although at times

I

saw Vito wearing socks

that were mis-matched.
To describe further the upper story of this house: the

turquoise-treaded stairway leads directly up to

a

small hall-

way, off of which are four bedrooms and the one bathroom.
sees the bathroom immediately at the head of the stairs.

One
It

217

that Maria and Nick had wished to make this into a

seerr.s

very fancy bathroom.

The wall opposite the toilet is en-

tirely covered by a large, inset, gold-flecked mirror.

Oval

shaped twin sinks are set into cabinets on whose doors gold—
fi lig^^sd lines are drawn

Jutting up in these beige— colored

,

sinks are pipes without faucets.
come to an end, useless.

This is one of the jobs Nick was

doing when he left this home.
over

-

They just stick up and

The family - and

I

when

I

slept

had to get water from the tub faucet.

Maria complains about this condition and waits for
Nick to correct it.

She says she cannot afford to hire any-

one to complete the plumbing, and besides she feels that Nick

ought to be concerned enough about his children to wish them
to have a proper bathroom.
In David's room, the contrast to the rest of the house

could not be more striking.

It is very neat.

On his chest

of drawers a brush and comb set are carefully placed side by

side.

Comic books are neatly stacked on the bureau, as are

set of Life Magazine Encyclopedias, which

I

learn Maria

bought for David but which he has not yet opened.

Leaving David's room we walk down the narrow hallway
to Penny's room, which she now shares with Nancy.

One of

the twin beds in this room has no mattress, only the bottom

spring.

As that bed is broken,

Penny tells me Nancy sleeps

a
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m

the single bed with her.

Printed red-orange colored sheets

and match inn; pillow cases are crumpled
on the one twin bed.
The blankets are lying on the floor.
see her new Fonzi posters.

Penny had wished me to

They show The Fonz in his black

leather motorcycle jacket, grinning his toothsome
grin, his
"greaser" hair standing straight up from his forehead.
looks lovingly at the blown-up Fonz on her wall.
like

Penny

This room,

David's, contains trophies sitting on the chest of

drawers

some of which Penny herself has earned in her soft-

,

ball league.
Across the hall from this room is the fourth bedroom, Angela's room and the one in which

evening.

will sleep this

I

It contains a double bed, a chest of drawers, many

posters, a record player and a large stack of records.

With-

out knowing who the occupant of the room is, one would guess

that it must be the room of a teen-age girl.

An array of

cheap make-up jars, creams and lotions sit on her dressing
table.

A

jewelry box contains quantities of inexpensive

necklaces, bracelets, baubles of all kinds.
in this room has no doors.

Hanging there

I

of dresses, jackets, coats, pants, blouses.

A large closet

can see quantities

On the floor

are many pairs of wedge- type shoes and sandals.

clutter In this room is manageable.

I

decide the

Although the bed clothes
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lie all in a tangle,

shirts and pants.

I

can see a pile of neatly folded, clean

In this room,

too,

is obviously an athletic family.

not earned trophies,

from what

1

there are trophies.

This

Only Nancy and David have
learn,

Angela's are for

rewards in school track meets.
realize suddenly as we start back downstairs that

I

I

have not yet seen Maria's room.

"Where's Mommas room?"

Mystified

ask Penny,

I

"Oh," she answers, "she used to

have David's room but now he has it."

"So where does she sleep?"

"I don't know," w as Penny's surprising reply,

"I guess on the

sofa downstairs."

When we returned tothe dining room,

asked Maria

I

where she slept and where she kept her own things.
"Well,

I

just grab a bed wherever

nights

I

figured

I

I

Once

can.

I

She said,

went on

didn't need that bedroom anymore and David

was dying to have it, so

He's the only one

gave it to him.

I

around who takes care of his room and he loves to have things
neat near him.

It

don't matter to me.

the morning I'm so bushed
I

I

When

I

get home in

just zonk out on the sofa or if

don't have to go to work I'll fall asleep with the TV on.

It's like a tranquilizer.

It makes me fall asleep.

to doze off with that thing on.
'cos when

I

I

love

Someone always turns it off

wake up in the morning it's not on."
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I

think that of all the things

I

was to learn about

this family this fact impressed
me more than almost anything
else.
For me a room of my own or a
space of my own is about
the most precious thing I can
have.
Even when our family
v’ent

camping when the children were young

I

always created

an area that was my own private
spot, placing an orange crate

next to my sleeping bag where
were, in one place.

I

knew where all of my things

To see another woman so casually able

to dispense with this - to me - essential
necessity surprised

me
It didn’t seem to bother Maria that in her home
she

took pot luck as far as bed and bureau is concerned.

were a number of wa ys to think about it!

There

perhaps from earlv

childhood, thinking of herself as "a vagabond," crowded in a
small apartment with four sisters, her mother and a boarder,
she became used to the lack of privacy and private space.

perhaps, without a husband with whom to share

a bed,

Or,

the whole

house with all of its beds could now be her province?
I

did learn later that occasionally she would drop

off to sleep in David’s bed or Penny’s or even

-

amazingly

-

Richard's and they would simply crawl in and sleep along with her.
This did not seem to be in the spirit of the self-sacrificing,

selfless mother that Maria gave up her room, although there
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’•/as

the genuine desire to please David,
obviously.

Daria, back on the phone once more, is talking
to

someone about Vito's graduation exercise which
she'd attended the previous week-end.

"Was it ever crowded,

"

hear

I

her say, "They had the Marine Color Guard there ..."
and
she continues:

Two guys that went into the Navy got inducted
.
they had to repeat those words, "I so and so
hereby promise to serve and honor .." and oh, it
was so pretty
On the way back we stopped in a
restaurant on the main street. What a gorgeous
restaurant
When you walk in you think you're in
a palace.
I got something like Spanish omelette.
Richard got a steerburger. But, oh, I forgot to
take my camera.
I was so disgusted v/ith myself,
I felt like cryin'
We sat under the trees next
to this Father Grenier.
He's almost 80, he retired last year. But was he funny
Erna said to
him , "Father, how long's this thing gonna last?"
He said, "Father Son, Holy Ghost, let 'em all go
to Hell - we had 'em all year,"
.

I

I

.

I

1

Maria delights in making fun of priests and the
church.

Now she is certainly enjoying this conversation,

settling in to it comfortably, a chair dragged over to
the phone, a cigarette in her hand.

Not for one moment

on this day or others does she seem worried that

be feeling ignored.

leaves her children.

She leaves me to my

For my

-

ov/n

I

might

devices as she

or their sake - she shortens

no phone conversation, even though we might have been in the

midst of our

ov/n

conversation.

I

think to myself,

I

wonder
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if I were her child or her husband,
would I be as tolerant

of this?

Most likely it would annoy me,
especially if

needed her attention.

For myself,

to feel constantly annoyed or

this is how Maria is.

I

I

decide either

I

I

shall have

will have to accept that

She is not going to change this way

of her's^not for me or anyone else.

Whoever is at the other end of the line does not seem
to be getting much in.

Maria happily goes on;

Father Grenier said all it should take is five
minutes
Well, it took almost two hours
But,
I tell you, I looked the field over.
There was
too many married men there,,,.
I»m glad he's
out anyway.
My phone bills were terrible.
I'm
glad that's going to stop....
.

I

And on to another subject:
Yeah, you don't know how he can face people.
It
don't seem to bother him, though...
I can imagine
a working man trying to gyp them.
What the hell,
times are tough.
But people are gonna think, "Hey,
maybe he's tapping on mv electricity." How will
they know how many houses he's got jumpers on?"
.

Again the subject must have changed at the other end for now

Maria replies:
Yeah, this is the first time she's ever been able
to hang on to a guy.
She's gone out with about
every guy she could get ahold cf in town.
Anybody
could put the make on her. But once she hooked on
to Nick, she's hangin' on
He won't believe anyabout
her.
She
says
to him, "I don't
thing bad
want to steal anybody's Daddy, but I love you so
much I can't give you up!"
l

223

Maria has said this last in a coyly mincing
tone
of voice, mimicking Veronica.

I

supposed this was all old

hat to the children, sitting around the
corner listening to

their TV program.
She

v:as running around with a guy who owned
that
Legion place.
I said, "Kick, for Christ Sake, you
haven’t heard one nice word about her." Hey, she
had the make on for Tommy Trigiano down at the bowling alley.
I didn't know who she was at the time
and Temny said to me, "Jesus Christ, that pig’s here."
Tommy said, "Christ, she’s got a screw loose.
I
choked her one night." He said, "I caught her
in her nightgown one night in the backyard waiting
for Joey."
.

i

So now she's got herself a businessman.
But maybe
she won't have much in three months because his
license is up for renewal. But of course maybe
he’ll get Charlie to butter it up for him. Charlie's
his good f’riend.
Like the judge who put off the
case, he said to the electric light company, "Until
you have a witness." He must a helped the judge out

with some electrical work once ...
As

I

listen, taking notes,

I

am impressed at how Maria

shapes this phone conversation, tying the disparate part of

her life together, giving the conversation a form and
that binds it all together.

from her present life:

Nov/

she adds yet another element

"He claims

I

ov/e

half but he said,

'Don't worry. I'll pay it within eighteen months
v/ant

to sweat it out.

I

a flow

.
'

But

I

don't

can get a photostatic copy of my

tax returns."

Soon she winds up this phone call.

It is no w close to
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6:00 p.

rn,

I

learn that this call has been to her lawyer,

John Callaghan and they've talked for over twenty ninutes»
j

In answer to my question, she says, "Sure he's a busy man,

but we always have these nice, long talks.
likes talkin'

to me."

guess he just

I

can see that he must,

I

Maria appears

invigorated as she sits down again, bringing the copper tea
kettle over and pouring us yet another cup of instant coffee.

Maria rarely asks me if

I

want any, she just pours it out for

me

Penny appears with her baseball mitt, her face freshly washed, her hair combed.

She is impatient, tells her

mother we have to leave right away.
Bonneville

I

As we get into Maria's

am amused - but not surprised

-

to see the same

messy spill-over from the house here in the car.

The back

seat is so filled with junk, Penny finds it hard to make a

clear space for herself.

Maria says this is Vito's stuff

which he is supposed to sort out and put away before he takes
off on his cross-country trip.

I

wonder if he will.

I

watch

as Penny squeezes herself in among the ski boots, hockey

sticks, boxes of books, tools of various kinds.

Maria drives us a little out of the way so that
can get a glimpse of Nonny’s house.

I

It is two blocks from

Maria’s, a medium-sized, white frame structure set amidst
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well-kept lawn, very neat-looking.

parked outside the house.

A dark

blue Ford van is

It is hick's van.

Right now Maria

figures he's probably eating supper with his mother.

Angela

must be up there by now also,
drop Penny off at the town athletic field.

lie

As we

had approached the field, we saw a number of young girls

walking together, each carrying a baseball glove.

Penny

v/as

very excited as she jumped out of the car.

When we returned to Maria's house, the ever-present

sound of the phone could be heard and Maria jumped quickly
on to the cement platform and raced into the house.

Richard

was outside, one of the few times I'd seen him outdoors.
He was tootling around on a trail bike which he'd bought

When he came in for a drink of water

recently.

about the bike.
Nonny,

A

I

asked him

good part of the $^50.00 it cost came from

The rest came from wages earned by him in working with

his father.

He says his father has taught him a lot about

the craft of electrician and he says he likes working v/ith

his father.
time.

It

He had wanted this trail bike for a very long

is a smaller version of a motorcycle.

I

knov;

that

if one were to talk to ten boys in this town - in the whole

area, in fact - between the ages of eight and fifteen, nine
of them will have as their fiercest wish the desire to own a
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trail bike.

My experience with families in the clinic
made

me aware of how many battles, punishments and rewards
center

around owning or losing ownership of a trail bike for young
boys

.

Richard tells me that although he is not legally

allowed to ride the bike on highways he does do so, using
it to get himself over to Gray’s Pond,

the local fishing and

swimming place, about seven miles distant from his home.

I'm

told by Richard that he was nine years old when he got his
first trail bike.

birthday:
first bike.

He says gleefully:

Was she ever mad I"

"I got it on Angela's

His father bought him that

This is another occasion where

I

pick up, in

this household, intimations that males in this family are

favored, not only by Nick but by Maria as well.
Maria, after finishing this phone conversation, tells
me that finally she's been able to arrange for a pick-up

truck,

V/e're to

leave right now, drive over to Brackton

and get the console.

Maria grabs her large green plastic

bag, slings it over her shoulder and without any further

word to Richard we leave.

As we back out the driveway,

the

car making a very loud racket because of its dying exhaust

system, Bozo comes running up.

Maria guns the car, heads it

out on to the main highway and accelerates rapidly, bringing
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the car up to 60 mph very quickly.

ask her.

Bozo."

wonder about this and

I

She says, "That’s the only way I’ll
get away from
I

glance out the car window and see the black
dog

running along on the sidewalk trying to
keep up with the car.
be gradually leave him behind,
a true Scola,

I

laugh out loud: the dog is

somewhat wild and untrained.

Each time there-

after when we drove away from the house, it was always a race
to get away from Bozo as fast as one could.

Maria gra,dually slowed down and

vie

proceeded at a

i

saner pace into Brackton.

Suddenly, an impish grin on her

face, Maria turned to me and said, "Hey, you wanna take a look
at the town whore?"

I

am momentarily confused but immediate-

ly realize she must be talking about Veronica.

I

say,

"VJhy

not?" and Maria explains:
See, she’s Miss Clock-Work,
Every Wednesday night
at exactly 7:30 she’ll be shopping at Price Chopper,
Her old lady will be w ith her and so will her puppy
dog, Nick.
He trails around after her.
They do
everything exactly the same, see, every single night,
Monday night they shop at Brackton Supermarket.
Tuesday they bowl. Wednesday night they go to Price
Thursday night they drive over to Ridgefield
Chopper.
You know, I always had
and roam around the stores.
this feeling about people who do not alter their life
from day to day that there's gotta be something wrong
with them.

Maria is not a bad amateur psychologist.
amain how much

I

I

realize

enjoy her company; there is rarely a dull moment.
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As we approach the supermarket

little about her rival.

,

Maria tells me a

Veronica is the only child of a

woman who has never been married.

According to Maria, this

young woman has an atrocious reputation
in these two towns.
But

I

understand that despite this reputation
as

a

"whore”,

out to get any man she can, Veronica
up to this time has

consistently refused to live openly with Nick.

maintain the myth of respectability.

m

Together they

She remains living

her mother’s home, although Maria knows she is in full

charge and acts as "lady of the house" in Nick’s apartment.

Arriving at this large

shopping mall, we head for

the Price Chopper, after parking the car.

Maria strides quickly ahead

.

I

feel uneasy but

As the automatically-controlled

doors open before us she nudges me and says, "There he is."
I

am taken aback because the man she is pointing at obvious-

ly sees her gesture and turns away with a frown.

Maria is not at all embarrassed as we walk toward a
group of five people standing in the center of one of the

aisles.

Looking away from us but certainly aware of our pres-

ence is a thin-faced, slight, not very attractive young woman.

Her blond hair is cut in little-boy fashion, the style

accentuating her sharp features.
heavy sweatshirt and jeans.

She wears a light blue

Nick, standing next to her, looks
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a great deal older than she but

young.

like a man trying to appear

His thinning black hair is combed stiffly in the op-

posite direction from how it would naturally fall.

His hair

covers a balding skull and is worn long around his ears.

He

wears a cream-colored cotton gauze shirt and tight-fitting
j

eans
An older woman,

looking about 65 years old, stands

next to the young, blond woman.

She is heavily made up, un-

naturally black hair above her powdered and rouged face,

recognized young David standing next to his father.
tremely short, rather stocky young girl of about 16

mised must be Angela.
is very lovely.

I

The ex“
I

sur-

•

Her face, like that of her brothers,

As we approached, the only one to look

directly at Maria was David.

"This is David," Maria said to

me, obviously forgetting I’d already seen him a number of

times before,

.

Angela kept her head turned away from her

mother, did not greet her.

David said, with a grin:

don’t have to introduce me,

I

a smile.

I

I

suppressed

Maria did not introduce me to Angela; perhaps this

is what she had meant to do,

and

live with you."

"You

Angela did draw her mother aside

heard her saying something about having had soup at

Nonnv’s house.
While Maria and

I

remained there, a total of not more

than one minute, Veronica stared stonily
ahead while her

mother grinned foolishly.

I

walked ahead, not wishing to

observe Nick’s air of discomfort any longer.

Maria lingered,

telling David we were on our way to Brackton
and inviting
him to come along with us.

He agreed to join us.

Maria did

not say anything to him about not having come
home for the

spaghetti supper.
As we left the group and walked down another aisle,

Maria was not yet satisfied.

She said to me, "Wait a minute,

I’m going to walk around and meet them coming the other way,"
I

followed, feeling very uncomfortable.

en J°ying herself.

Maria seemed to be

She obviously got some pleasure out of

harassing this man with whom she'd lived for nineteen years
and to whom, legally, she was still married.

I

wondered,

though, how sensible these tactics were if she were seeking

Nick's good will and cooperation in dealing with her.

The

satisfaction Maria obtained in seeing Nick squirm must have
repaid her for the possible costs such actions would have
thereafter.
tend

v/e

'

d

Maria during this charade made no attempt to pre-

accidentally encountered them while shopping.

wanted Nick to know she'd brought along

a

She

strange woman to

whom she wished to exhibit him and his mistress.
We approached the group now from the opposite end of
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tne aisle.
a loud tone:

Maria now strode directly up to
"When an

I

liick

and said in

getting that $15.00 you owe me?"

I

knew this was for a doctor's
bill Maria had personally paid
with cash, when the doctor refused
to attend to a cut on Penny'
foot recently, without advance
payment.

Nick had promised,

one week ago, to send the money over
which Maria had taken

from grocery funds.
out responding,

Nick now brushed her aside angrily, with-

Veronica looked more frosty than before, while

the older woman continued to grin inanely.

when

I

I

was relieved

could lollow Maria out of the Supermarket and leave

this torture game behind.

I

felt most sorry for Angela who,

during this last encounter, pretended to be looking for grocery items on the shelves.

Back in the car, Maria filled me in on more of the

history of her marriage break-up, David in the back seat allears.

She still can become enraged when she recalls the

events of about four years ago, and how she believes Nick

duped her:
Like, I went out one Friday night and he said, "Go
on out, relax," and he took the twins
They v/ere
six then, and he gave them each a dollar and he sent
them over to Dunkin' Donuts, which is there on the
corner of West and Sharpe. He said to them, "I'll
be right back, I got to talk to this guy," and he
showed up in a coup la hours. Well, when I found that
out, I went ape-shit.
I ranted and raved and screamed.
.
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I found out he went to
meet her.
And he would
promise to take Richard to a football
pane if he
didn’t tell me about her. The kids
knew all about
her.
Then T started to check to investigate,
you
knov;.
And this girl told me to call up this
other
woman and this woman said to me, "Yes,
I had the
same problem with her, she was after
my husband."
And then that kook starts calling’ me
up.
I guess
she wanted to talk to me about her goin'
out with
hick and how she isn't the reason for the
break-up.
I m sorry I never knocked
her on her goddamned ass.

Maria first learned of the affair in the month
of

November,

ohe told Nick to get out.

He did move over to

his mother’s house for a few nights but then he returned,

asking Maria to take him back.
One minute he wanted to leave and one minute he
wanted to stay. He didn't knov/ what he wanted.
Sometimes he'd leave here and go up to his mother's
and I could see right over to the back road, especially in winter when there's no leaves. So
I'd watch and then I'd see the truck headed over
the South Road, going on over to Brackton,
I
didn't have a car then, or I would of followed him
and I v/ould of caught him.
They had a certain
parking place and one night I did have a car and I
followed them and he caught me and was he mad! I
did catch them more than once, and he was still
tellin' me he wanted to come back to me.
But I
got them in Dunkin' Donuts one night and I told him,
I said, "Get your ass dov/n that house and get the
hell out, bag and baggage," and that was the final
time
I

asked Maria why she thought he'd gotten involved

with this young woman,

She doesn't have to give it much thought

Well, you know, he'd say, "I don't have the pressure
when I'm with her," and I'd say, "Well, it's too goddamned bad, I’ve got six kids and she ain't got any.
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And he’d tell me, "And she lives just so
and she
keeps hersel! just so," and I'd say to him
"Well
wonderful: Good for her'" and he’d say, "I don’t*
have no problems with her, we don't fight," and
I'd
say, "Hey, I was twenty once and I'd like to
go out
now with 'no problems'. He said, "She gives me lots
of attention," and I come back with, "Yeah,
but I
got six attentions runnin around right here!
'

Rirht now Maria is ambivalent about allowing Nick
to have the divorce.

Somehow she would like to see him

marry Veronica: she, Maria, may then have the final laugh.
To tell you the truth, I think she'll ruin him.
She's
kind of doin' it now , She's a little more sure about
herself now but up until he filed for the divorce himself she wasn’t quite sure of him and he kind of could
take the kids here and there. But after he filed for
the divorce, oh boy, the things she said.
They took
the kids to Maine for a vacation last year and she said didn't she, David - "That's the last time we re taking
the kids on a vacation, it's too much I" Too much!
V/ith only four kids
And then I heard she slapped the
kids around a coup la times. When I hear that do I get
mad!
*

'

I

Maria tells me about

a

typical incident.

younger children had been taken on

a trip by

The four

Nick and Veronica.

For some reason David had gotten Veronica mad and she kicked

him in the back.

When his father went over to comfort him

she screamed, "You're always babying those kids!"

When Maria

heard about this abuse of David she said to Nick, "She keeps
on slapping my kids I'm gonna take her and wipe the streets
up with her," and she went up to Veronica's apartment to let

her know what she thought of this treatment of the kids.
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I rapped at her door and the
next thing I know
she's screaming ,the cops are coming and I'm just
standing there, I wanted to get my support money,
too.
He didn't pay me, he was late.
She said I
tried to break in the door.
I said to the cop,
"Look, I rapped on the door, she come to the door,
she saw me, she screamed she slammed the door and
here you are
Ihe cop said, "Hell, whose apartnent is it?" I said, "It's my husba.nd's and I
want my support
,

,

r

She's jumping up and down
She screams, "You're
divorced, you're divorced!" I say, "Hot yet we
ain’t." So, they were going to press charges
against me for breaking and entering so I just
turned around with the remark, "Wait until I file
a complaint for assault and battery."
They said
it was done in Maine and the cop said it don't
make no difference because you can still file a
complaint.
So after that he said, "I'll pay you
tomorrow." But I don't feel she's got the right
to hit my kids
And he allows it.
He comes back
at me with, "Well, you don't correct them, so she
will."
,

.

Maria doesn't seem to have as much hatred in her
heart towards Nick as she does towards Veronica, yet she

would like to be able to say to him, "I told you so," if
the young woman dumps him after they are married for a while

Maria is sure that she will do this.
Her angriest reactions are reserved for Veronica's

treatment of the children.

How, driving, she turns around

towards David in the back seat and urges him, "Tell her what

you have to do before you come into the house.
her."

Reluctantly

- it

Go on, tell

seems to me - David replies, "We

have to take our shoes off.

We can't wear our shoes in the
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house."
sofa."

nt

"Tell her what you have to do
when you sit on the
"We have to put our pyjamas on,
she won’t let us

there with our regular clothes on."

Maria now tells me about "Miss

pulsive house-cleaning.

I

Clock-Work’s com-

am amused because it seems to me

that Mick has found a woman as unlike
Maria as she could

possibly be.

I

ask Maria now if the condition of the home

might have been one of the causes for the split?
"Oh, yeah,

I

never helped.

guess it was.

She says,

He liked the place neat.

He never lifted a finger.

gonna do with six kids running around?

But he

And what are you

What did he expect?"

Like a bulldog, Maria hangs on to the litany of

complaints against Nick,

conversation now, although

David seems uninterested in our
I

with him in the back seat.

am not sure what is going on
This can’t be news to him, Maria

talks constantly about her grievances against Nick.

just seen Nick and Veronica,
the man.

I

Having

can feel some compassion for

Far from being a helpless victim, Maria gives out

as good as she gets.

Unfortunately, she has no real power

or real resources with which to buttress her demands.

She can

only rely on harrassrnent - which does not seem effective

-

and

for the rest she must trust to the good will and conscience of
this man.
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Harie will not allow herself
to be mistreated without loud howls and active
resistance.

I

can see that life

with her cannot have been easy for
Nick.

When livinr to-

gether they did not seem to have the
lanruage for conciliation nor do they now have the means
for amicable negotiation.
Their present separation seems but a
continuation of their

marriage.

They are still engaged with one another on
a con-

stant, daily level.
As we begin now to approach our destination,
Maria

proceeds to tell me of the many ways in which her husband
cheats the government, cheats his customers, makes money
under
the table.

She knows he pays off politicians and Judges,

doing electrical Jobs for them gratis, in return for which
he is not bothered much by the police or the courts.

The

Judge in the diversion Incident will be lenient with him,

Maria believes.

In fact,

I

learn later that the charge is

finally dismissed for lack of evidence.

Maria knows that Nick is persona non grata at some

hardware stores where he has shoplifted some items.

He is

not allowed to enter them, although the proprietors have not

pressed charges against him.
in

David's presence,

I

Hearing all of this disclosed

am somewhat discomfited.

The child

must hear everything negative Maria knows about his father.
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I

had wondered to myself if the loose
morality of the father

mip-ht

visits

not rub off in any way on the
children.

had occasion to ponder this question.

I

During my
It seemed to

me that Penny, for instance, was
miraculously lucky.

occasions when

I

On two

was present she returned home first with

a 35.00 bill and the next time a $20.00
bill,

seemed to me unlikely places.

found in what

Maria did not question her un-

duly, acceptingthis windfall, which she put
aside for Penny's
use later.

Arriving finally at the street in Brackton where we
are to get the console, we pull up in front of an apartment

house.

A middle-aged man standing in front of the building

leads us upstairs to an empty apartment.

Maria is transform-

ed as she leans down to examine more closely her latest

purchase.

It is a lacquered black chest with red, gold, green

and orange-painted Chinese figures decorating its front.

Downstairs a young man w ith
the console.

V/e

a

pick-up truck helps to load

drive back to Maria's, the truck following us.

Maria had handed 360.00 in bills over to the older man and
had given the young man a $10.00 bill.
As we pull up once again in front of Maria's house,

she yells over to a neighbor, who despite the oncoming dark
is

still working in his vegetable garden:

"Hey, Victor, will
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you help carry this thing into the
house?"

He walks over

slowly, a bemused, thin, greying man of
about 60.

"What

did you buy now, Maria?" he inquires
softly as he approaches
us.

She says to him, "Ain’t it beautiful,
Victor?

only $60.00.

radio."

It was

Look, it’s got a TV, a record player and
a

It must be common knowledge in the neighborhood
that

Maria has this addiction.
Richard comes out of the house and helps to carrv
this heavy piece inside.

The three men, Maria and I, help to

shove and push the console until it is placed where she

directs, up against the

s tairw ay

wall.

"Don’t push it too

far," she cautions, "or you’ll block the cellar door,"

now do

I

*

Only

realize that the white plastic "brick" tiles

covering the wall here conceal the entrance to the basement.
Maria gets down on the floor and tries out various
knobs on the console.

She discovers that the radio and the

record player work, the TV mechanism does not.
brings her a screw driver.

Richard

With competence she removes the

back panel swiftly, pokes around inside, trying to resurrect
the TV sound.

"Well," she says, rising slowly to her feet,

"I'll just take the TV part out and put in some shelves there.

Mostly
of it."

I

wanted this so

I

could put my Chinese dolls on top

That was a surprise to me;

I

thought she’d wanted it

for its practical uses.

I

also know how much she has to

work and sweat for each dollar.

Obviously the pleasure in

the purchase outweighs the grimmer
realities right now.

Ideas about "immediate gratification",
"impulse purchasing"

and so forth go through my head.
in a family with no money,

I

Having been raised myself

can understand some of this im-

pulse to buy, to make oneself feel happy with a
purchase, the

ownership of which seems dreadfully important at the
time.
Now David is enlisted by Maria to run upstairs and

bring down the Chinese dolls.

He returns with two cheaply

made, brightly colored dolls,

Maria tells me she bought

them last December when she and four women friends from the
shop went in to New York City for a week-end.
first trip to the city.

This was her

They went in by bus, stayed at the

Hotel Edison, went to Radio City Music Hall and had a wonderful time.

She says,

In this restaurant a nigger waited on us, but he
was £0 nice.
He was being very unfriendly to
the other people in the place but we joked around
with him and he kept cornin' over and talkin' to us.
By the time we left he told us about his daughter
and his son-in-law. He gave us a 10# discount on
our check.
As Maria is fussing around with this new purchase, the

two eldest children in the family come into the house.
yet

I

had not met either of them.

As

Now Nancy and Vito crowd

2^0

around the console.

They have both barely glanced at me.

is busy with the console;

i'.aria

nobody introduces me.

I

simply say, "Hi, I’m Jeannette," and both of
them proceed
to do various things in the kitchen.

tne pnotograph, Vito is very handsome.

I

see that, true to
His resemblance to

his mother is marked, except that his hair is darker
than

her s.

He is about

5’

8"

and also has the heavy, football

player’s shoulders of others in this family.

lie

has a warm,

sensitive-looking face.
Nancy is much slighter than anyone else in the
family, resembling David most of all.
is

She,

like the others,

very lovely, a fine-boned young woman of 23.

She is

dressed with great simplicity, a short-sleeved white
over a light blue denim skirt.

T shirt

She looks like a middle-class

college girl w ith her straight hair style, her face without
a trace of make-up.

Of all the children, only Nancy seemed

self-conscious when she first met me.

I

wondered whether she

was thinking about what my reactions to this household might
be.

As we saw each other more often, she relaxed, sought me

out a little and talked with me.

Vito took a heaping plateful of the spaghetti dinner,

which he’d first heated up, sat down at the table and proceeded
to read the propped-up "Sampler" resting in front of him.
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Both he and Manoy teased their
mother about this purchase,
expressing mock bewilderment about
what she needed that
thing for.

Maria ignored the good-natured
teasing and con-

tinued in engrossed attention to
the console.
Nancy drank tea at the table, Vito
continued to read.

Suddenly Maria walked over to the sink
full of dirty utensils and dishes.

As she began attackinr the ness,

to her daughter:

"Nancy, you do these, I'm tired."

[

’

Ia

»

1,11 d0 then in the morning," Nancy
responded.

she turned

"O.K.,

From then

on there was an unceasing barrage frojn Maria
which didn't
c>top

for about five minutes,

She told Nancy she never helps

out, she never notices when her mother is tired,
she doesn't

care how tired her mother gets and doesn't she know that
she,

Maria, has been sick and has had to be out of work? And all

Nancy wants to do is come here with Chris, eat, get a freeload.

ohe doesn't contribute anything, doesn't nay up what

she's supposed to and Maria has just about had it with her.
As the vehement diatribe continued, Nancy seemed

unperturbed, at least outwardly,

Che continued to drink her

tea, glancing across Vito's shoulder to read some news items.

She said softly, without glancing up, "Ma,
in the morning.

Just leave them there.

I

said I'd do them

I'm tired too."

just as quickly as she had erupted, Maria subsided.

She

Then

2^42

said in a calm voice to Nancy
that she'd like her to
remain
in the house this evening
for a while because she,
Maria,
and I are about to take
a ride back over to
Brackton to see
Josie and her new grandchild.
This was the first I'd heard
of this plan.
I had noticed already
that Maria rarely informs her children of events
that would be occurring later
in Which they night need to
participate. No forewarning

would be given to the children, for
instance, that Maria would
be leaving the house for some hours.
She would sinply get

herself ready, be at the door and at that
time the children
would understand that she was leaving
and night be gone for
some tine.

It seemed Maria's way of remaining
free, unaccount-

able to anybody.
a plan?

What if she wanted to change her mind about

If she didn't promise anything or announce
anything

beforehand she kept control of the situation.
But now Nancy looks up and says in a louder tone,
"Oh,

Ka,

I

was going over to Chris' house soon,

all day."

I

haven't seen him

"I'm sorry, Nancy, you'll have to stay with David

and wait here for Penny to get back from softball."

ness now was new,

I

had seldom heard her speak with such

decision in her voice.

Nancy heard it too and said, "All

right, Ma, but will you try not to stay at Aunt Josie
long?

"

Her firm-

's

too

Maria promised that we’d be back within an hour.

21)3

Marla, once

again gathers up her enormous
green

imitation leather shoulder bag.
cind

notebook in

3.

safee piace
t)laop

I

put ny tape reoorder

Tn tut
in
this home
,

*

-r

I

that someone would deliberately
hurt anything

didn't worry
I

left around.

worried that somehow my things
might become irretrievably
lost.
I had seen members
of the family storming through
I

the house, furiously looking
for something they had placed

somewhere a short while before.

As we prepared to leave,

David decided that he too would like
to come.

As he pro-

oeeaea us out the door, Maria grabbed
him, gave him a big hug
and said, "Ooooh, I love you so much
I"

Again we drive the very familiar seven miles
to

Brackton.

Josie's neighborhood is a 'better' one than
Maria's,

her house sits at the top of one of Brackton's
steep hills.
It seems more middle-class here, with the
neatly kept

lawns

and tidy front porches, rhododendron and laurel
bushes
front of the homes bespeaking a move upward.

introductions are very casual.
who

I

Later

arn

I

or why

I

am with Maria,

I

in

Once again the

do not think Josie knows

She accepts me without fuss.

ask Maria if she'd told Josie anything about me,

"Yah," she tells me with a laugh, "I told her you were gonna

write a book about me!"

This seemed to be the easiest ex-

planation Maria could find for my involvement with her, despite

the lack of any statement by me that

I

planned to write

a

book.

Josie is a slender, well-groomed woman of
^8,

Her

home sparkles, the furniture shiny and
polished, the wall to

wall beige carpeting dus tless.

She has worked for many

years as a telephone operator and her husband earns
a modest,
steady salary working in a drugstore.

Their 26 year old son,

Larry, and his wife, Earbara, are also in the living room.
Eight month old Timmy is the focus of attention as he crawls

around on the floor.
Shortly after

vie

arrive Josie puts a clean, vihite

tablecloth on the formal dining room table and serves strong
coffee from an electric pot.
cake.

We also have home-made chocolate

There seems to be no tension between Maria and her

sister.

nervous.

The daughter-in-lav;, Barbara, however, makes Maria
I

note Maria's mounting exasperation as she tries

to converse with Josie and is constantly interrupted by the

foolish chatter of the young woman who tells us how much she
has had to pay for tomato plants and how much each of her many

girlfriends has paid.
Maria tries several times to interrupt Barbara and

continue a conversation with Josie about the latter's forthcoming trip to visit Agnes out in Anaheim,

Josie had evident-

been undecided for weeks about whether
to buy a new bedroom
set or take a trip to California with
the $500.00 she's

saved over the past two years.

She has been to California

once before and Agnes is constantly urging
her to come again.
Her husband and friends pushed her to decide
fcr the trip,

saying to her, "The bedroom set can wait; you'd better
go
out and see your sister now while you've got the money."

She 11 be leaving at the end of this week.

Maria is happy

for her, it seems.
Nov;,

ignoring

Barbara, the two sisters begin to talk

about their other sister, Lucille,

She's the one who re-

ceives Maria's - and now, Josie's - ridicule,

When

Josie says.

visited Lucille last time, we were going
out to dinner and she said to me, "What are you
going to wear tonight? I'm going to dress casual."
So I said I'd dress casual too and I put on a pair
of slacks and a blouse.
Well, when she came out
of her room you should have seen her
She was
all dressed up in this fancy long skirt and blouse
with gold threads all over it
I

I

I

Both Maria and Josie are plain women.

They find this

sister's pretentiousness a good source for family jokes.

Nonetheless they continue to maintain contact with this

nouveau riche sister.
I

is

begin to notice in this past hour that Maria's voice

becoming whispier and huskier and that she

is

coughing

2*1

more frequently.

I

was glad when, after we had been
talking

for about forty minutes, she abruptly
got up, grabbed her

pocketbook, stuck her head in the kitchen
to call David who
had been playing with the family dog, and
saying ''goodbye"

hurriedly we set out for the trip back to her house.

I

thought

that now, perhaps she would sit quietly in her
living room,

maybe watch a little television and go to bed.
j.

eeling tired.

I

myself was

On the trip back, Faria complained about the

young woman's 'stupidity'.

Maria is quick-witted and has

little tolerance for the kind of provincial behavior Barbara
i

displayed this evening,
Vito was no longer in the house when we returned.

Nancy was prepared to leave, to visit Chris.
on the same short denim skirt but had

sheer, printed cotton blouse.

nov;

She still had

changed to a soft,

She looked very pretty.

As

she ran out the door she didn't say "good-bye" or tell her

mother

v;hen

she'd return.

Maria and
further coffee.
p.

I

I

The dishes were still in the sink.

sat at the table,

m., perhaps eight cups.

by a friend's mother.

m.,she

vras

I

declined

had had on this day, since arriving at 2:00

Maria fretted about Penny's fail-

ure to return from her game as yet.

p.

talking.

elated.

V/

She was to be driven home

hen Penny did arrive, at about 10:15

"We won.

23 to II" she exclaimed, but

Maria wasn't paying attention.

Instead she pulled Penny

over to the console, asking
her to look and to admire.
Penny is astonished, saying,

"Hey, Ha, clue me in next time'"

She walked around it and
touched the painted design.

did you get this thing? " she
asked.

"When

Maria does not respond,

out instead begins to complain
about Vito’s stuff which sits
ail over the dining area and living
room.
Evidently on this
cay he had bought camping supplies
and other equipment for
his up-coming trip and had brought
it all into the house and

just dumped it in the first space he saw.

Maria looks at

the bright blue nylon backpack, the
fiberfill sleeping bag,

the camp stove and says, "When the hell's
he gonna get his

junk outa here?"

She is not talking to anyone in particular.

Around 11:15 p. m. Maria begins to urge the twins
and Richard to go on upstairs to
in their rooms

,

Uhen

I

ed.

By 11:30 they were all

went up shortly thereafter to use the

bathroom , David's door was open and

I

before rejoining Maria downstairs.

David was standing in

peeked into his room

front of his chest of drawers and spraying

above it.

Be said the mirror was dirty.

V/

Pie

index on the mirror

showed me some

of his favorite possessions, a model of an airplane he'd put

together and some embossed Indian boxes, among other things.
David offered me some small white balls which he'd gotten from

2^8

the Lime Works where he
often plays.

I

accepted his gift and

he filled up a plastic baggy
with lime balls for me to take

home,

Maria and Penny were generous in
this way, also, wishing to give me things to bring
home when I visited them.
By this late hour

I

was more than ready for bed,
but

Maria was sitting in front of the
television set now, watching
Mary Hartman.
She said she didn’t watch this
program too often,
usually being at work at this hour.
fxal s\

.

^hen

I

She thought Mary was too

finally said goodnight to her at midnight,
she

was still lying/sitting on the sofa in front
of the set.

She

told me she’d probably fall asleep that way.
In Angela's room, my thought about Nancy's
self-

ccnsciousness about the condition of this house was confirmed.
It must have been she who had picked up all the
sheets from

the floor, put clean ones on the bed and carefully smoothed
the quilted pink and green heavy

bedspread over the bed.

I

was touched.
As

frirht,
ly,

'ihe

I

stretched out on Angela's bed,

I

suddenly had a

whole mattress and box spring tipped precipitous-

the top part of it zooming upwards,

I

carefully placed

my body in the bed to balance the mattress, which perched un-

easily on broken springs.

However, with the windowshades

down, a faint hum of the TV set below drifting upward to me,

I

2^9

felt cozy and comfortable and soon
fell asleep.
In the morning at about 7:20

sound of the phone ringing.
she hung up

one,

I

I

was awakened by the

Maria answered below and when

heard her waking the kids.

She said to some-

"If you miss the bus it'll strangle
you."

I

wait for the

children to finish using the bathroom and
they must have moved
swiftly for in fifteen minutes they are
all downstairs.
I

walk down the hall to the bathroom,

I

When

see Maria in Penny's

room, bent over and picking up some articles
of clothing from
the floor.

She is wearing a large, orange bath towel draped

around herself.

I

can see that her heavy-set body is balanced

on thin but shapely legs.

says to me,

House
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Maria straightens herself up and

"Hey, Jeannette, we' re all going to the Brackton

or break! as t — wanna come?"

busy, already turned away, and

I

All?

say,

The children and she?

in my office by 9:00."

I

I

I

am confused but she is

decide not to question her.
"Sure, but I've got to be

figure that with this, as with other

things, all will become clear eventually.
I

am amazed at Maria's energy this morning.

She

could not have gotten more than six hours of sleep, if that,

know that with Cable TV and Home Box Office, for which she
pays $8.00

a

month, she is able to see old movies and often

stays up until early morning hours watching these programs.

I

learn that Nancy and Vito had returned

ni?"ht about

1:00 a, n«, both

i^eLxsle s hone,

oi‘

last

hoire

then having ended up at the

Vito’s pood friend, Peter, is younger brother

to Chris Delise, Nancy's boyfriend.

Nancy borrowed Peter's

car and drove herself and her brother hone.

By

now

I

have

also learned that the early morning call was from Marlene, a
shopmate, who had called to let Maria know where the "gang”

would be meeting for breakfast this morning.
js

So the mystery

explained.
For the third tine no w since

I

have spent yesterday

afternoon and evening at Maria's, we leave her hone and head
for Brackton.

This time we drive in separate cars

be going on to work after the breakfast.

Brackton House,
As

I

I

When

I

as I

will

enter the

see Maria at a table with three other women.

sit down at the table in this unpretentious downtown

restaurant which caters to

a

nixed working-class and middle-

class clientele, including office workers and professionals
in the few office buildings of the city, Maria nods to the

women and says, "This is Jeannette," but does not tell me
their names.

They each murmur their name.

shy with me and

I

feel all right being here.

haired, pinched-face woman in her late

30 's

They do not seem

There is a dark-

who is Linda.

The younger woman with blond hair is Maureen and the heavy,

older woman, perhaps in her early 50'

s,

is Emma,

ihey talx
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jokingly to one another.
•who

There is a nice feeling of women

know each other well and like being
together.

We all

have variations of ham or bacon and
eggs, coffee, toast, jelly.
I

have forty five minutes to spend here.

I

find it pleasant

sitting with these four women as they tell
"in" jokes about
various workers at National Cable.

As we eat, a white-haired

man in his 60's, perhaps, approaches our table
and chats for
a few minutes.

He says to Maria, "Hey, you're supposed to be

home in bed, whaddya doin' here?"
at the plant.

He too works the third shift

The three other women had just come off that

shift and .stopping in for breakfast this way is something they
do once or twice each wee k,

Linda, sitting opposite me, says now, "Maria told me

you're gonna write a book about her.
but I'm married now and boy, do

I

wish

You should talk to me,
I

wasn’t."

come and she says, "I never knew how good off

I

I

ask how

was," and re-

lates bow she'd lived alone for the past ten years after her

first marriage ended.

Then she met a man who'd emigrated from

Honduras and, against her better judgment, married him.

Now

she believes he married her only to get status as a citizen.
I

know that many women in this area have begun to marry Honduran

men, who seem to be far more traditional in their male outlook
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than the blue-collar husbands whom they
had divorced.

They

now find themselves under worse constraint
than before and,

m

addition, are subjected to physical abuse as
these Island

men are very proprietary, prone to violence
and very jealous.

Maureen tells me

I

ought to come over to their shop

and see for myself what the work is like, after
ed her about wh at she does there.

the invitation,

I

had question-

Maureen laughs and adds to

"Yeah, come on over to see us work, if you

see anybody working.

You’ll find most of the girls in the

ladies' room most of the time, having a smoke."

about battles with supervisors, foremen.

They joke

There are sexual

overtones to much of their joking.

While we talk, Maria suddenly leans across Linda and
says to me,

"Hey,

look over that corner,"

I

am surprised to

see Nick sitting there with several other men.
in work clothes, as are his companions.

He is dressed

Maria tells me that

he comes here often for a cup of coffee before starting his

day's work.
to him.

She abruptly gets up from our table and walks over

As she talks to him,

her, looks away.

I

see that he barely acknowledges

She returns to the table, saying loudly:

"That son of a bitch is never gonna pay me what he ewes me
I

I

have the feeling that Maria, whether anyone were
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present or not, might confront
she sees him.

Nonetheless

I

IJick this

way at any tine that

am struck by the idea that some

of this is playacting by now: that her
friends expect her to
live up to a certain image of a woman who's
not going to back
o.f.

She deiinitely has a flair for the dramatic and
this

seemed too good an opportunity to be missed.

Images come to

my rind of Anna Magnani in a Rosselini movie.

very

Italian

to me,

marital distress,

I

It all seems

this mailing a public comedy of private
do not wish to imply that Maria is faking;

it is certainly very real and irritating to her, the way that

Nick evades his responsibility to the family.

But

I

do believe

that some part of her thrives on these confrontations.
V.’hen

she returns to the table she says to me:

those guys he's with?

They're all crooks.

"See

Those two on the

left are welfare recipients and they got plenty of money.

The

other guy's a lush, he works for Nick but he's drunk most of
the tine."

They continue to tell me about themselves.

sorry that

I

There is

cannot stay any longer.

a

straint in talking openly about their lives which
disarming.

It seemed to me that if

I

I

feel

lack of reI

find

were to meet a group

of middle-class women for the first time, there might be more

self-consciousness about how they were appearing before me,

more curiosity about re, perhaps, more av/areness
that
a stranger.

Perhaps because

I

I

an

was here under Maria’s auspices

they talked this freely - or, more likely, they do not change

their way of being to suit new circumstances, as

I

had found

with Maria.
When

I

get up to leave, the women do not glance up

for more than a second, but continue in their animated con-

versation.

They are laughing at some ribald thing that has

been said by Maria about

a co-worker.

Maria and

I

had not

made further arrangements for another visit but that was
I

knew

I

had only to phone her when

I

o.

k.

had free time and we

would pick up the relationship again.
Brackton House it feels to me as though

As
I

I

walk out of the

had spent many days

It is hard to believe that it’s been less

just now with Maria.

than 24 hours.
•

•

•

•

In the following weeks

•

I

stopped for brief visits at

Maria's house, mainly to keep in touch.

before

I

Six weeks would pass

again had a good block of time which coincided with

free time of Maria's,

I

knew that she had been back at the

shop for several weeks now

,

l/hile her

bronchial condition

had improved, she was still coughing, still smoking.
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It is a hot day in July when
is dressed in light grey slacks,

shirt with open collar.

a

I

drop in.

Faria

short-sleeved white jersey

Her stomach protrudes more markedly

today, possibly because of the stretched
tightness of the

pants material.

She looks very tired.

lately she’s been uncommonly irritable.

She tells me that
S

ometimes she thinks

it must be "the change," although she is only H2
years old,
'./hen

I

question her further,

1

learn that she has not actually

had any change in her menstrual cycle, she still bleeds
regularly.

Still, she persists in attributing feelings of

lowness and lack of energy to menopause.
ca.ll

Maria does not re-

when she last had a complete check-up, certainly not in

years
Later, on this day, Maria gave me further history
of her physical development.

She’s always been healthy, she

says, and never gives much thought to her health, except for

these bronchial coughs which have persisted over the past few
years.

She didn’t start to menstruate until fifteen.

Her

sister Agnes, with whom she w as living at that time, told her
a bit

about all of this.

Mostly she learned in the street

about things having to do with her body, as do most women from
this class.

Even today she is quite ignorant about much

having to do with her physical being.

She has heard women
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talking about "the change" and what dire effects
it has on
tnen; so that now, feeling low, it is an
easy label
to all of these feelings.

to give

The fact that it has no basis in

fact is another matter.
As
1

see

-i-ittle

I

learn more about Maria and her present family,

this same pattern persists.

Nancy has learned

about sexual matters from her mother,

Maria does not

feel at ease talking about these things to this daughter or
the two others.

The tomboyish Penny, now ten, is beginning

to sprout little breasts.

She is not shy about walking around

nude in front of her mother and Maria speaks with a rueful
smile as she tells me about that.

She is amused by this

pubescent daughter but has not told her anything about what’s
coming up ahead.
Nancy was also late in reaching this point, beginning

her cycle at age fourteen.

Perhaps Penny will do likewise.

Remembering my mother’s awkwardness with her five daughters
around these issues,

I

felt grateful that, moving into the

middle-class and a more sophisticated world,

I

had somehow

When my daughter

managed to overcome these inhibitions.

entered this period, Inow recall with what pleasure she and
I

talked for hours about "life."

Now

I

feel sad for Maria

that such intimacy with her daughters probably will not be

part of her experience, a deprivation for all
of them.

Maria’s lack of sophistication is also shown
in

her naivete v/hen she describes sleeping arrangements
in this

household.

When she tells me that at night she might plop

down and sleep anywhere, in any bed
includes Richard’s bed.

In

the house, this even

He is a well-developed , mature-

looking fourteen year old.

I

wonder what it's like for this

young man to have his mother's opulent body lying next to his.
I

think with concern about the Oedipal implications for

Richard who, superficially, still shows no interest in the
opposite sex.

I

learn too that twenty' two year old Vito has

never had a "serious" girlfriend.

Maria is unaware that this

custom of sleeping with the children, especially as they get
older, might not be the healthiest thing to do.

Again

I

wonder if, now that she has no husband to sleep with, this

is

her way of achieving some physical intimacy.
I

questioned her about how it was when she and Hick

were together, how did they get along, sexually?

She said:

Oh, it was awfully hard to do anything, you know.
The kids would be sleeping right in the next room
And
and we couldn’t make any noise or anything.
there always seemed to be one kid in bed with us.
When Nancy was a baby she always liked to crawl
between us. Richard was always climbing into bed
with us, and Angela too. You can't do anything with
Sometimes months would go by
a kid in bed with you
and we wouldn't do anything.
I

Hardly a recipe for a satisfactory sex life.
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Obviously there is a real problem of privacy in this home.
The bedrooms are very close to one another, the walls in
some cases made of some thin composition material.

Despite

her brashness, Maria is still influenced to some extent by
early Catholic upbringing and is somewhat modest.

She ad-

mits that Kick often complained about this lack of sexual

activity.

She thinks that, yes, it could have had something

to do with their marriage breaking up.

She says she never

had that great an interest in sex; it was something you were

supposed to do

’’for

him," but she didn’t see what all the

fuss was about.

One one of my last visits with Maria, she allowed me
to see a more "raunchy" side of her.

When

I

inquired about

whether she’d gone out with any man recently or had had anything new happening in her life, she said, laughingly:
Yeah, Jeannette, a funny thing did happen to me
I walked over to Chick's (a bar) belast week.
I didn't feel like walkin'
cause my car was broke.
home and this old guy that I know there told me
he'd drive me home, so I said o. k. But, instead
of drivin' me straight home he goes to his place.
And he said, "Oh, come on,
I said, "What the hell?"
I want to
Maria, come on up for just ten minutes.
"
I
died.
coulda
I
It won’t take long,
eat you.
got out of that and told him to take me on home.
But now every time I see him over at Chick's I say
to myself, "Oh-oh, there's old Lickety Split over
there
1

From this anecdote

I

thought that if

I

were to con-
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tinue seeing Maria for another few months at this point,
she would probably become even more trusting, revealing

more intimate details of her life.

While

I

felt she had

been quite open from the start, it wasn't until months
later that
I

I

heard incidents like this.

also had learned some months before that among

her friends Maria hung out occasionally with a forty eight

year old homosexual named Fred,

She had met him in her

wanderings through the junk and antique shops of the area.
He and Maria took to each other from the first time she

came in, browsing, and they had since become pretty good

friends.

That is, Maria would accompany Fred sometimes

when he'd stop in at a local bar.

Once, she told me, he

had invited her to go to a "gay" bar, located in

a

more cos-

mopolitan resort town about thirty miles from Franklin.
And towards Christmas, when
she said to me:

night.

I

stopped in to see her one day

"Oh, Jeannette,

I

almost called ya last

Fred invited me to go to this party and

you would enjoy it.

I

thought

It was all queers and they were all

dressed up in women's clothes.

It was a riot’."

This was a surprising involvement, but

I

had learned

that Maria was a most atypical blue-collar woman.

She was

2G0

tolerant of

a

wide gamut of behaviors and if she
thought

something would be "fun", that seemed to be the
important

requirement for her.
On this July day, then, Maria and

with few interruptions.
novj.

School is out.

I

are able to talk

The children are not around right

Angela has flown out to Tennessee to

°tay for a few months with Jeanne, Maria's youngest sister.

Prior to this, Jeanne herself had come East for a visit, pri-

marily to see their aging mother.

But she had stopped in to

see Maria and Josie daily and the three sisters had gone
i

gallivanting around.

Even Maria got tired of the running

around after a while.
During her recent two weeks' sick leave, Maria has

painted two upstairs bedrooms.

When

I

went up with her to

look at and admire the paint job,

I

her usual bright vibrant colors:

brilliant lime green in

see that she has chosen

Richard's room and an intense blue in David's.
There are changes in the kitchen/dining area.

The

console is now in the living room, crowding the mahogany
china cabinet.

The china dolls sit there amidst a clutter

of plants, books, all gathering dust.
I

learn that over the recent July 4th week-end the

four youngest children had been taken by their father and
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Veronica on a camping trip in Vermont.

Maria enjoyed the

unusual free time this afforded her but it was not an
un-

mixed blessing,

A

bitter aftertaste remained, for Maria,

Nick had purchased for each child an expensive sleeping bag
for this trip.

These bags will now remain in his custody,

awaiting any future such trips, which might or might not
occur.

Since Nick still fails to give her money for essen-

tial expenses like dentists’ and doctors’ bills - as well as
for needed school clothing for next Fall - this excessive

generosity galls her.

She feels it’s all a gambit to impress

his young lover, in any event, and has little to do with

concern for the children.

Also, since he has spent this

money, why not give the sleeping bags to the kids outright

and let them enjoy them?

Maria senses the fine hand of

Veronica in these petty arrangements.
Also, since I’d last seen Maria, she’s been picked
as a delegate from her plant to attend a meeting in Hartford,

Connecticut under auspices of COPE, the Committee on Political

Education.

Maria is cynical, belittlesthe value of

this organization, although she really enjoyed the day off

from work.

She and four other chosen delegates from this

Electrical VIorkers’ Union each received $50.00 as recompense
for the lost day’s pay, plus expenses.

Maria is critical.

She says, ’’They only had Democrats come down and talk to us.
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Kaybe there is a good Republican in
the bunch.

But they

push somebody on you and they want to
take money from you.
ihey asked us all for $2.00 each, but

I

didn’t feel like

giving money to them."
Actually on the day of this visit the Democratic
con-

vention was in progress.
children,

r

v.

Neither Maria nor any of the

hen they popped in later, alluded to it.

Nobody

wished to turn the TV set to that channel later in the evening.

It is not a political household,

although at times

Maria will allude to local politics.;
Other changes:

Nancy had decided against attending

summer school at the State college.
jobs.

This summer she has two

During the day, for four hours, she is still check-

out girl at the supermarket.

In the evening, for three

hours, she works as a car-hop waitress at "Betty’s", a small

take-out hamburger stand on the main highway.
Vito at this point is somewhere in the mid- West,
,

travelling with Peter DeLisle and Steve Ryan in Peter’s
small Volkswagen.

Maria is glad to have Vito out of the

house but she frets when she does not hear from him for

a

few days

Today Maria’s biggest worry is the projected lay-offs
at the plant.

Most of the workers will be on an enforced
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holiday for the next wee ks.

permanently laid off.

A number of people will be

Ilaria is ambivalent about this.

She would like not to have to work and
yet she does not

wish to go on welfare.

Her own paycheck makes her feel

independent and somewhat free of Hick's whims.
Today Richard is working at the Shopping Mall,
as
he has for some weeks since the end of school.

grass and does odd jobs.

He is supposed to get

He cuts

$1.75 an

hour, but for the past several weeks he has not received
his paycheck.

The manager keeps telling him to come back

but Richard thinks he's getting a run-around and is worried

about not getting the $^0.00 owed him.

Maria herself is still fighting with Hick about the

weekly allotment.

She calls his mother's home almost every

morning, as she knows he’ll appear there before taking off
f or

work.

On this day Maria is especially angry as she has

just learned that Nick has bought himself a new truck, costing
$*+,000.

As if adding fuel to the fire, she tells me ho w,

several days before while she was vacuuming upstairs she

heard the honk of

a

vehicle.

Penny ran into the house and

said, "Ma, come on down, see what Dad bought!"

Nick had

driven over, wishing to show his estranged whife his latest
purchase.

Maria had screamed at him, telling him to take
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his brand new truck away from here
and he knew what he

could do with it!
me about it.

I

She is still furious now as she
tells

wonder to myself - and then aloud whether

this means Maria is still an important
person to him, like
a child bringing his new toy to
show off to someone signi-

ficant?

Maria scoffs at the idea, "Hah, he's just try
in'

to pub it in,

to make me feel worse,

Finances still rule her life.

11

She is constantly

figuring how long it will take to pay off the new credit
union loan, how much she’ll need for this deteriorating

applicance, for school clothing, other unpaid bills.

So

long as Nick provides the $20,00 per week per child,

Maria cannot claim the younger children as exemptions.
When Vito graduated from college recently, Maria took out
a further loan of $250.00 from her union.

Since Nick

left the hone, she has regularly paid off $15.00 each week

for loans.

This is automatically deducted from her paycheck.

The latest loan paid for four new tires, for an

oil and grease job on the car and left a sum of $100.00 as
a gift to Vito on graduating.

summer trip.

This helped to finance his

His father gave him only $50.00, a fact

which further disgusts Maria.
Now Maria figures that after the two-week summer lay-

Oif which is about to begin, she will owe the
credit union
^120, 00.

By August she should have that sum down to zero,

at which point she will start it all up again by borrowing
$

600 00
.

.

That v/ill give her the needed money for this Fall's

school clothing, plus a balance remaining to begin buying
Christmas presents.

She sees no sense in returning to

borrow further money in December.
Up to this point, then, Maria has not been able to

catch up on bills, following Nick's departure.

She tries

to be philosophic about it, although at first it would get
to her.

She'll say, "Hey, that's how people have to live

these days, I'm not the only one who
least

I

ov/es

money.

But at

try to pay ny bills, not like some people who just

go on welfare,"

What rubs salt into her financial wounds is the
fact that Nick will not spend one extra cent on the children

unless it is to impress Veronica with how nice they can
look when they come to his place for a visit.

As with

the sleeping bag Incident, two years ago he'd bought the

twins good ski parkas, costing $50,00 each,
not allowed to bring the jackets home.

Again they were

Since they don't

visit their father for outings that often, they wore the

parkas perhaps half a dozen times.

Eventually Nick turned

266

the jackets over to Maria, but by then the twins
had out-

grown them by several sizes.
*

She now has two perfectly

parkas to hand down to some nephews

When

X

Questioned Maria about why the court settle-

ment was not more favorable to her in view of kick's

annual income of over $20,000, she answered:

Because he lied, the son of a bitch. He's in
business for himself and he sat right there in
front of the judge and said, "I only make $125
a week."
My lawyer asked him all kinds of
questions but he lied. He lives up there in
his nice apartment and I know he's got a $2,000
bedroom set, a $1000 TV. I’d say he's got $5000
worth of furtniture, all paid for. My lawyer
asked him, "Did you pay for that furniture yourself?" and he said, "No, a friend bought it."
"Who's paying your rent?"
"A friend."
My
lawyer said, "You, must have a nice friend, I'd
like to have a friend like that."
But still the judge said we didn't have proof
I know
that he's earning more than $125 a week,
he don't declare much on his income tax. He
I get $100 a week from him for
fakes that, too.
at least he's supposed to give
the kids and me
And he pays the $150 mortit to us every week.
So that's $800
His rent is $200.
gage here.
And you should see the clothes he
right there.
buys for himself and for her, too.
It pains her that she often does not have the money

for clothing the children need.

cried for a new bathing suit.
the money.

Last week, she said. Penny
"I told her I didn't have

And it pisses me off because he bought the twins

each a new bathing suit but they can only wear it when they
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c o with him *

They've gone swimming with him once, camping

once and one picnic.

By the time they outgrow them,

they're

still new, for Christ's sakesl"
So these are the kinds of frustrations she continues

to live with,

Une thing

I

have noticed is that there always

seems to be plenty of food around.

Right now Maria is try-

ing to cut the weekly food bill down from $80.00,

She is

not a good planner of meals, nor does she seem to understand
about providing good nutrition, at moderate cost, like using

whole grains, beans, rice.
a

Rather,

'I

see the children eat

lot of pasta, ’white bread, processed cold meats.

When Maria

opens the large, bottom drawer of her refrigerator/freezer
I

see that space chock-full of frozen foods, TV dinners,

frozen pizzas, prepared french-fries.

These things are not

economical, nor are they particularly nutritious, but it
seerrs

that Maria, like many working-class women, is not

knowledgeable about diet nor does she express interest in
learning more.

However , all of the children look very healthy

and well-fed, despite such things as Maria's overcooking of

vegetables and her seeming indifference to the idea of well-

balanced meals.
Whenever I've seen the children, they are always neatly
dressed.

Most of their clothing seems inexpensive, pur-
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chased at discount stores.

Maria likes nod clothes for

herself and enjoys seeinr the children
stylishly dressed.
Quality of clothing is important to her
hut less so,

I

believe, than style and color.
On this hot day Maria seems worn out.

She is much

less peppy than I've seen her, more
disgusted than at any

prior visit.

The years of bickering before Nick left home

and the continued fighting with him seems,
today at least,
to be getting her down.

But

I

have seen before how Maria's

moods can shift rapidly, the thought of an evening out or
the knowledge that she's on the trail of some "real bargain"
in furniture or brie a brae, tagged with "lay-away" money,

being all she needs to produce energy again.

nothing seems to lift her despondency.

But today

She can only ob-

sess about Nick and his unfair treatment of her.

A

lot of

her energy is occupied in this continued battle with Nick.
In a sense, they still have a very intense relationship.

assume it works both ways.

I

If Nick did not wish to receive

the constant abuse and derisi cn

heaped upon him by Maria, he

might make sure that the support payments reached her as

specified in the separation settlement.

Instead, he sends it

over with the children in dribs and drabs.

So

I

am lead

to believe that Nick must want this constant contact.
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As for Faria, although by now she must
know that

her tactics do not produce the result she says she
wants,
she does not alter them an iota from week to week,
month
to month:

at least not up until this time.

There are countless injuries Maria recounts to me
to redress which she intends to keep up these obstruction-

ist tactics.

She will not make it easy for Nick to marry

Veronica, she vows.

She is bitter that during the divorce

hearinm, in open court, Vito allowed his lawyer to say

-

as further proof that she is an unfit mother and was an un-

fit wife - that she allowed Nancy and Chris to spend the

night together in their home.
times he has slept over.

The young poeple told her they

stayed up all night, talking.

believes this.

Maria admits that, yes, a few

She is not so naive that she

It does bother her that Chris stayed over

and she has since told Nancy she will not have that occurring
again.

Nonetheless, she says, it is quite another thing

for a father to allow this information to be bruited about

publicly.

She asks, "What kind of a father will use that

sort of thing and tell the world about his daughter’s

private business?"
She believes that Nick will do anything to further

his own interests.

She continues:
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If

I was such an unfit mother like I told my
lawyer - how come he didn't try to take the kids
when he left?

\ou know , all ot this is petting me down.
Gome—
tines
just feel like runninr, like just leaving
the whole ness, the kids and everything.
Let him
do the worrying about it for a while.
See if
he’d like to pick up after six kids. Do you think
his fancy little lady will do it for him? Hah!
I can just picture her, she'd be screaming
bloody
murder after two days! When he was with me all
he wanted was for me to stay home, to clean and
cook and pick, up after everybody. He never took
ne_ out at night like they go out all the time,
eating in nice places and all.
I.

The bitterness seldom leaves her.

A good part of

the hurt is for herself but much of it is also for the

children who are constantly being disappointed by their
father.
a

Even Angela, who adores him and who will not hear

critical word said against him, has been hurt.

birthday coming up in July, Nick put down

a

With her

deposit of

$10.00 back in April for a gabardine raincoat she'd picked
out in Brackton's best department store.

Nick never paid

the balance of $35.00, despite repeated notices from the

store that they would soon have to sell the coat unless the

balance were paid.

Angela never got that coat.

Similarly,

with her class rinr, for which he’d promised to pay half.
V/hen his

$25,00 was not forthcoming, he told Angela to ask

Maria to pay it and he would repay her.
reliability, Maria refused.

Knowing his un-

Angela became angry at her
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mother, not her father.

nonetheless,

I

This further rankles Karla.

am aware that recently Richard has

begun to spend more and more time over at Nonny
Nick is often present.

'

s

,v/here

David had long made it his habit

to stop by there daily,

as had Angela.

where and sees her father seldom.

Penny is busy else-

The two older children,

for the most part, stay away from him.

Of all six children,

Vito and Nancy are most distant from Nick,

I

have heard

that on several occasions when Maria and Vito were present
at social affairs in town and Veronica appeared, Vito behaved

with violent rudeness to his father’s mistress, at one
time shouting obscenities at her.
But since at least three of the children are in

Nick’s company a great deal, seeking him out,

I

had to be-

lieve that he is a better father than Maria is giving him
know that he teaches his craft to David and

credit for.

I

to Richard.

David,

I

have seen, is already quite sophisti-

cated in electrical knowledge.

I

have had an opportunity

to see that for myself.
He and two other ten year olds had rigged out a ’club-

room' in the loft of the garage next to the house.

reached by climbing up a ladder.
the place one day.

This is

David invited me to see

Psychedelic and rock star posters covered
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the wide-board walls.

The most Impressive thing to me
was

that David had drilled holes in the
floor, had drawn heavy

cable wire from the house and had brought
electricity to his

private hide-away.
how to do this.

I

It had to be his father who taught
him

knew no 10 year old middle-class youngsters

who could manage this feat.
r

V.

I

ith the extreme aggravation she constantly felt,

could understana why Maria did not give credit to Nick

when it was due.

The wounds are still too raw.

She does

not hide the fact that she is hot-tempered and quick to
take offense.
I

She is a proud woman and will not be abused.

learned of an incident where this trait of her’s

was not at all helpful to her.

During a recent lay-off she

at one point had only $5*00 in the house,

her the usual hard time about payments.

Nick was giving
She went to the

local welfare office where she knew she would be eligible
for food stamps.

There she was kept waiting for two hours,

told that the social worker she had to see had just "stepped
out for a cup of coffee and will be right back."

When he

returned after this lengthy absence, she said some harsh things
to him.

She believes it was this behavior that caused him

to give her a run-around.

She never did get the food stamps.

She ended up telling this Mr. Gagnon to "shove it ..." and

273

vowed she'd never go back to the welfare office, no matter
how desperate her situation.
It is clear that Maria will not be diplomatic or dis-

arming, even for her own advantage, when she feels someone
is

making a fool out of her.

This forthrightness and pride

must be part of what gives her the stamina to push on each
day.

But these same chara.cteris tics can defeat her true

interests at time,
or love, as

I

VJhen she

inspires friendship, affection

have seen her do with ter children, with friends,

she reveals an intense loyalty.
she holds nothing back.

With antagonists, enemies

She doesn't dissemble.

They see in

what contempt she holds them.
There is also in Maria a mischievous "imp" just waiting
to jump out.

saw that in the supermarket confrontation

I

with Nick and Veronica.
I

in for a short while.
l

s«

saw it on this day in July when

Charlotte, a co-worker

was visiting her,

woman in her 50

I

cf

Maria's, stopped

She is a rather nervous, heavy-set

Evidently there had recently been a set-

to in the shop which involved this woman, but the latest

developments were unknown to her.

After gossiping and talk-

is rising
ing shop for about twenty minutes and as Charlotte

to leave, Maria said to her:

"Next time you better keep your
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mouth shut because the brunt of that business
with Marilyn
fell on you last night."
it was

That’s all, very innocent.

But

clearly enough to keep Charlotte rooted here for

another ten minutes, becoming more anxious as Maria, now

-

too late - tries to reassure her, after she’s done the
damage.

Maria says to her, "Well, just forget it, but just keep your
mouth shut next time."

While advising Charlotte to "forget

it," Maria's very words keep this agitated woman fired up.

This interchange confirmed for me that one of the

more satisfying aspects of Maria's job is the opportunity
to participate - or instigate, in this instance - these little

dramas.

What to me would be trivial gossip, hardly worth

talking about, seems to be the spice of life to Maria and
her co-workers.

I

can understand, the work failing to give

them much excitement, that drama and excitement have to be

generated somehow to make the work more tolerable.
about it,

I

Thinking

realize, too, that my taste for complicated and

intriguing human drama can often be satisfied by reading.
Maria and her friends,

I

know, do not become enraptured with

fictional characters in the way that lean.

On another visit, about a week later,

about Maria’s work at National Cable.
p. m.

and Maria and

I

It was

I

learned more
close to 5:00

had been talking for some time.

Linda,
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the dark-haired , piched-face woman
whom I'd met at the

Brackton House breakfast, stopped by with her
three children.
Maria called outside to David, playing
with friends near
the garage, to take Bobby,

him.

12 and Debby,

9

,

outside with

David good-naturedly included these two strange
young-

sters in his play,

Joey, aged

4,

remained close to his

mother while we three women drank coffee and talked at the
dining room table.

Maria showed Linda the short ribs she

v;

as

cooking

for supper and offered her a plateful, which Linda accepted.

Later, before Linda left the house, Maria offered to give

her the remainder of the short ribs in the pot.

Linda took without fuss, saying, "Good, now
to cook Tom's supper tonight."

food

I

This too

won't have

This casual sharing of

I

saw only in Maria's house, of the four women in the

study.

Actually, with the other women, there was not this

flow of friends in and out of the house that
Nov;

when

I

I

sav;

here.

ask Linda and Maria what it is they

actually do on their job, Linda laughs and says, "I do as
little as possible," and Maria adds, "I try to get away with
Then, still joking, Maria brags:

as much as possible."

"But I'm very smart,

I

do everything there."

What they actually do,

I

learn, is make extension cords
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and heavy electrical cable for home
and industrial use.

Ihese cords come as 100 footers,
150 footers.

The last

few nights Maria has been working on
something called

”Artos."

She cuts the cord.

She explains to me:

The cord's on a reel and when you get it,
you
push buttons and it cuts it to the length you
want.
But I might be on trimming, on splitting,
blading.
You know — — you have your plugs, your
pronrs
You either put them on the wire or if
,
they have jute, you trim the jute off or strip
the inside so the wire will show through.
,

Much of this product is made directly for Sear's

noebuck and Montgomery Ward who sell to homeowners through
their catalogues.

Occasionally, when wires are defective the foreman
allows workers to take home various lengths which they can
use for TV wire , for outdoor barbecues or whatever.

On

this day, explaining what she does, Maria later asks David
to go down to the cellar and bring up a length of cord so
I

can see it for myself.

He returns with coiled,

colored, heavy-duty electrical cable.

orange-

Maria urges this

cable on me, saying she's sure my husband can find some use
for it and she's got more on hand than she can ever use.
I

accept v;ith thanks and indeed my husband says it is worth

at least $20 if purchased at the hardware store.

really enjoys giving things to people she likes.

Maria

277

Sometime before , Maria had suggested that

I

try to

get permission to come to the shop, watch
her and her friends
at work and see it firsthand.

Faria's home,

I

This day, before arriving at

had called the general manager of her plant.

After checking with his supervisor, this man informed
me
that it was not allowed,

Faria is disappointed; she had wanted to show me
around,

^he tells me that she is on very friendly terms

with this general manager, a Mr. Sylvester.

At the shop

she is on the safety committee and the social committee,

along with Mr. Sylvester and others.

As a member of the

safety committee, if she should see an extension cord placed
so that an employee might trip, for example, or see a

swit ch in such condition that a worker might receive a

shock, she is to report such things.

She thinks that safety

standards at her plant are pretty good.
to employees,
cf

Management listens

she believes, and all committees are made up

both employees and management.
As to the actual work schedule:

for the third shift,

which she is on, they arrive at the plant by 10:^5 each night.
Actual work begins at 11:05 or 11:10.

Usually a worker will

remain on one particular job all night, but if someone fails
to appear for work, anyone can be shifted to replace absentees.
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Ihere will be fifteen minute rest breaks during
the night
and much coffee is drunk and snacks eaten.

Maria works

through the night until 7:00 a. m. the following morninr.
It seems that Maria is popular with most of the

workers and with the management.

She is a quick learner.

As she becomes bored with remaining on one job for too
long,

the foreman will shift her about;

to the air— s tripner

tne terminal, the crimpers, the molding plugs, trimming cord.

But Maria dislikes trimming cord, asl though she tells me,
"I told

Victor (the foreman) that

on trimming.

him,

'I

I

was the all-time champ

trimmed 60 cords one night, but

hate trimming.

can’t trim.’"

I

I

said to

sneeze and fall asleep and

Linda offers a suggestion:

gets into your crotch."

I

I

just

"Tell him it

They both laugh as Maria returns,

"Yeah, I’ll start itching down there in front of himi"
I’m told by the women that there is much politicking
for preferred jobs at the plant.

The Electrical V/orkers

Union is active, as is the union's grievance committee.

The

women believe that union politics are carried on quite
democratically,

VJhen

there is an opening for shop steward

or for membership on the grievance committee, this is posted

on the bulletin board and workers get a chance to vote.
If someone feels mistreated, they can readily "grieve it."
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know that despite her constant feeling of tired-

ness, her perpetual cough and her desire to "just be
able
to stay home and do what

I

feel like doing," Maria feels

fortunate to have this job.

It is a lively place to go to

each evening, not because of the work she does there but

because of the friendships she's formed and the socializing
that goes on,

Maria has worked here for almost five years.

It was shortly before she learned about the existence

of a rival,

Veronica, in Nick's life that she decided she'd

better go back to work.
was feeling restless.

The children were growing up, she

She and Nick were bickering a lot.

She figures if anything did happen she'd better have an

independent source of income.
On this evening Linda remained for over an hour.

As

she got up to go, Maria persuaded her to leave the two older

Linda agreed, saying that would be a nice

children behind,

break for her.

She was going to drive down to Ridgefield

now and pick up her husband at the GE plant.

She had the

short ribs in a baggy, she was relieved of making supper.

Maria told her she'd drop the children off while she was en
route to the plant, around 10:00 p. m. this evening.

This

seemed a gift from Maria to her friend, the kind of thing
saw her do often.

I

People constantly dropped in at
Maria's home.

I

knew that during Vito's high school
years this place was
the hang-out for many of his friends.

Steve Ryan, for

instance, with whom he was now on his trip,
was an orphan.

0ver uhe ^ ears r!aria had been a surrogate
mother to this

young man, who was grandson to the original
owner of Ryan's
Ear

&

-i.nto

ren.

milk.

Grille.

Later this summer

I

would see Steve come

this home and behave as though he were one of the childhe would help himself to bread, cold cuts, pickles,

Or he might go upstairs and take a shower.

Some-

times this kind of freewheeling behavior entered the litany
of .Maria’s complaints against Vito.

But the hospitality

had been created by her.

Maria was proud of the fact that in Vito's senior
year at the high school, he and his friends had voluntarily

painted her house.

She had provided the bright yellow paint

and these young men spent several weeks working on it.

When

it was finally finished she made a huge barbecue for all of

the young people who had helped.

Sometimes Maria would be harrassed by local police

who would come by, saying that neighbors had complained
about noise coming from her house and yard.

Knowing that

in Franklin there is absolutely no place but the bars for
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young people to gather, this would
infuriate Maria who wished
to make her house available to some
of then.

She is vehement

about the stupidity of the police who get
edgy every time

three or four young people congregate in
one place at one
time, even if it is a private home.
•

•

•

•

•

One Saturday morning in August when

I

came by to see

Maria, once again she’s had occasion to be angrv with the

Franklin Police Department.

The previous evening Vito had

been arrested for driving the old Ford truck without a
license or registration.

Nick had finally fixed up the truck

and given it to his son, but had neglected to deposit the

registration in the truck,
worked nights as

a

Vito, back from his summer trip,

watchman in a local print works.

He had

been returning from work in the early hours of morning when
the officer stepped him for a flickering back light.

On discovering that Vito was driving without these

documents, the officer actually put handcuffs on the young
man and brought him to the town jail.

He did not allow him

to call a lawyer and so Vito spent the night in jail.

When

Maria came home at 7:30 in the morning, Vito's phone call
informed her where he was.

Furious, she strode into the

office of the police chief, a Polish man whom she’s known
for years, and said to him, "What the fuck's the idea locking
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up my kid, putting handcuffs on
him like a lousy, common

criminal.

You let murderers and drug addicts
po walking

around loose and you lock u P my kid’"
Maria was also, on
this morning, eloquent in denouncing
Nick for not coming
to tne defense of their son, leaving the
whole thing up to

her.
On this Saturday,

I

was spending a few hours with Maria

to see how it might differ from week-days when I'd
visited.
I

had asked her to do what she might have dene had

shown up.

I

not

She told me that on Saturdays she sometimes

browses about, stopping in at tag sales, junk shops, stores
in the nearby college town.

all the while.

So this is what

vie

In each place of the many that

did, talking
vie

stopped,

Maria remained much longer than my patience dictated.

She

talked endlessly with the shopkeepers, examining cups and
saucers, jewelry, beat-up looking furniture.

She looked at

all the prices, commenting on the value or lack thereof of

each item.
In one tag

sale she

savi

an old Remington manual type-

writer with a tag of $15.00 on it.
saying perhaps she'd leave
Angela,

I

a

She became enthusiastic,

deposit on it and buy it for

dropped my stance as 'observer' at this point

to indicate to Maria that the ratchet hardly
sorue

four keys were sticking*

rr.oved

When she did spend money on

this day, the purchases were mostly for Angela.

clothing store she bought her
sweater.

and that

a

In a

multi-colored wrap— around

ihat would be set aside as a Christmas present.

She also bought her a string of beads made of small terra-cott

figures.

It is towards Angela that Maria most often expresses

guilty feelings.
that Angela, is

m

She knows how relieved she is right now

Tennessee.

It is one

less child to contend

with and she doesn’t have to face directly Angela’s
accusations of lack of attention.
This trip of Angela’s has produced more tension be-

tween Mick and Maria,

Somehow Maria had found the money

to pay for the flight to Tennessee.

Mick had promised to

provide the cash for the return trip.

Mow Angela has been

calling home, saying she would like to return for the be-

ginning of the school year, although initially the plan
was for her to remain through October.

She is not having

as good a time with Jeanne as she’d hoped for, or she is

missing her family more than she’d expected.

Whatever -

Angela is homesick and Maria does not have the money to
send her for the trip back home.

She’s been after Mick

on this matter but he has avoided her and has not produced

the funds.

It is to Maria that Angela complains
long-

distance, not her father.

Maria and

I

stopped off for a cup of coffee on the

small main street of the nearby collere
town.

noticed on this day, wherever we went

-

I

hau

whether it was in-

to an elegant shop catering to upper-middle
class college

population, into a pretentious gift shop in

a country inn

or a run-down junk shop, Maria seemed at ease.

appear discomfited by any surroundings.

She did not

She acted as though

she belonged, had a right to go into any one of these places.
I

don't know whether it was bravado or in fact reflected

genuine ease.

Dressed modestly in dark brown stretch pants,

light green shirt, she looked what she was:

worker or working-class housewife.

a

factory

In this milieu, quite

different than that in whi ch I'd usually seen her,

I

was

impressed with her assurance.
As we went about on this day

to date.

,

Maria brought me up

During the past weeks, she said, squabbles were

erupting with more frequency between her and Nancy.

Maria

really meant it this time, she wanted Nancy out of the house.
For months she's felt that this oldest child w as taking ad-

vantage of her good nature.

Not only did she not pull her

weight with the chores, but Chris and she were becoming
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m °re bold in "rippinp" her off.

Chris helped himself to

food as though he lived there, piled his
dirty dishes on
top of those of the others in the house
and turned a deaf

ear to Maria’s shrieks of outrage.

Nor would Nancy con-

tribute the $15.00 weekly which Maria demanded
of her.
I

sensed too that the matter of the sexual relation-

ship between Chris and Nancy

Despite her tolerance and

'

v;

as

troublesome to Maria.

liberality

'

,

when it came to

being confronted daily with the fact that they wer e openly
sleeping together, Maria wished now to be spared this
"lack of respect”, as she put it.

While Maria can laugh

at Mary Hartman’s escapades on TV, accept the sexual behavior

seen on soap operas or even that of young friends and ac-

quaintances, when it comes closer to home it makes her unhappy.

Unlike another woman in the study, Fran, she will by
no means disown Nancy because of this.

She wishes only that

Nancy would conduct her private life elsewhere.

Finally,

towards the end of July, Chris and Nancy began to make plans
to find their own apartment.

move in together.

I

In .August they actually did

knew from Nancy that she and Chris have

no plans to marry, at this point.

for the past year and

a

They've gone out together

half and seem to be married already.
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In August Nancy moved out of
the house.

She and

Chris found a small apartment
in Franklin, for which they
paid only $50.00 a month.
In the winter with heating

costs it would come to more.
of furniture.
and a table.

They began to collect bits

They had a mattress on the floor,
one chair
One night

I

heard Faria yelling at Nancy,

angry that her daughter had been taking
silverware from
this house.

The previous Christmas Faria had received
a

gift of stainless steel flatware from the
young couple.

Now Maria believes they are, in "Indian
Giver" fashion, slowly taking the whole set back for themselves.

It's true

that it is difficult to find a spare spoon, fork or
knife
in this home.
In August and September, when Nancy was supposed to

be in her own flat with Chris, she was still coming over

daily to Maria’s, using the washing machine, eating lunch,

taking vegetables from the backyard garden.
continue to be ignored by her children.

Maria’s "no’s"

Despite her

mother's complaints, Nancy must sense that her mother really
does not want her to leave home.

Just as her husband re-

tains constant contact, this daughter who has

'left' home

continues to be a part of this household.
On this Saturday when we returned to Maria's, some
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five hours later, Vito

v/as

watching a sports proram.

sitting dispiritedly cn the sofa
He looked tired, as well he

might, not having gotten much sleep the night before in

Franklin’s jail.

He was unshaven, unhappy- looking.

I

knew

that a lot of Faria’s frustrations were now directed against

this child, with Nancy half out of the hone,

Maria feels

that he ought to contribute more money towards his share of
the weekly expenses.

She knows that he had looked regularly

for a job but still she is angry that it had taken him so

many weeks to come up with this night watchman's job.
he continues to ask her to drive him to work

.

Also

Of course

Maria rails and objects and of course in the end she does
drive him to work.

She usually dees do what this eldest son

asks of her.
In the weeks since his return from his cross-country

trip, which had to be cut short because the three young men

ran out of cash and could not find jobs on the road to keep

them going,

I

had talked to Vito on several occasions.

He

was a very amiable young man, interested in this project in

which his mother was involved with me, asking more questions
about it than anyone I'd yet encountered as

I

visited the

four women in the study.
The very first one on both sides of his family to
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obtain a college degree, that
now seemed a mockery to hin.
For weeks he had hitchhiked
around to factories, stores,

-nstitution^ and offices in the
area, answering every suitable ad which appeared. He was
always told, "We'll get in
touch with you."
down.

His mother's complaints were
getting him

He wished he had enough money
so he too could get out

of the house and have a place
of his own, perhaps with Steve

Ryan.

More than anything, Vito told me, he
loved to be out-

of-doors, camping, yet was too depressed
lately to do that.
He went drinking in bars most nights
with his friends, slept

late the next day and woke to his mother's
nagging voice in
sis ears.
^

She protested when he took over- long showers, she

retted because his possessions added to this crowded house.
However, in typical Maria— fashion,

I

did see her hand

over some dollars - "dweez", as Vito and his friends called
it - when he left of an evening to join his friends.

Vito rarely raised his voice tc Maria.

But

He bore her rancor,

perhaps because he sensed the strong attachment she has to
him.

He defends her fiercely and appreciates how much she

has always done for him.
In college, when he felt lonely, he would call long-

distance to old high-school friends.

His mother paid the
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rhone hills.
trip.

She had helped him with funds
for his recent

She is warm and sympathetic
to all of his friends

who come around.
The younger children in the
family obviously adore

Vito.

lie

is often inpatient with
them, but I have seen

him fix supper for the twins and
Richard when Maria, exhausted, slept on the living room sofa.

In fact, in a pinch

all of the children seen to help one
another, despite the

constant bickering that goes on.
I

wonder to myself what chance a young man like
Vito

has, despite his B. A. in Biology.

I

am aware of the super-

ior advantages young people from the middle and
upper classes

have when they graduate from college.

I

felt very sympathet-

ic to Vito in his unhappiness.

Although this chapter focuses on Maria's life,

I

think

it is worthwhile to include excerpts from an interview I

had one day with Vito and his friend, Steve Ryan.

accessible, interested in talking to me.

summer day in August when

I

They were

On this particular

arrived, Maria was asleep.

When

she returned from her shift early this morning, she had not

been able to get to bed at once, first having to drive David
to the dentist's for a check-up.

some marketing.

She had then stopped to do

Vito said he thought she'd be up in a few
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hours

Vito was in the process of
making

USlnE creens rron thelr Garden.
one, which

I

accepted.

large salad,

a

He offered to make me

At other times when I'd
been there

when Steve and Vito were in the
house, with Maria present
I had not wished to
take my attention away from her.
This

seemed a good opportunity to continue
talking with them.
I

a-

already knew that Steve wished to
be a writer.

He read

good deal, had loaned Henry Miller's
"Nexus" to Nancy, who

vas currently reading it.
sne does, it might be

home.

a

Maria herself reads rarely.

When

magazine, if one is brought into the

She does like Ellery Queen mystery
stories ana reads

’whodunits’ almost exclusively.
oomehov; these young men - including their
third friend,

Peter Delisle - had discovered literature while
in high
e>chool,

‘hey feel different from the young people who’d

beer in high* school with them.

But, as

I

question then,

I

learn that both of them have been drinking very heavily

since they had started to drink, in eighth grade.

By sopho-

more year in high school they got routinely drunk at least
t’wo

nights

a

week.

They would drive the thirty miles to the

next state where they could obta.in alcohol.

over an extremely curvy mountain road.

This drive was

A friend of their ’s,
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four years ago after a night
of drinking,
car accident on the trip hone.
for life.

v/as

killed in a

Another friend was paralyzed

In high school they never
took pot.

It was

simply not around and hard drugs
were certainly not available
In college Vito occasionally
smoked pot, but it is

beer that these young men drink.

give

inly

Vito does not wish his

mother to know about his taking pot.
turb her,

m.

He thinks it would dis-

her yet another reason to "bark" at
him.

These nights

-

and this is before these two had taken

jobs as Pinkerton guards

-

go to the bars.

"dweez"

Money

-

they are usually bored and so they
-

is hardly plentiful, but

somehow between the three friends they manage to cone
up with
enough to get pretty drunk.
I

must have shown some dismay for Vito now says to me

what are we going to do? You know, you go
out to the bars and you have a few beers, then a
few more
nothin’ else to do.
You find yourself
in one bar,
"Where do you want to go?" No place
to go.
So you go on to the next bar.
Nothing to
do around here.
We went to a movie the other night,
one of the worst movies I ever saw, "Euffalo Bill
and the Indians." Ridiculous movie, he couldn’t
put down what he wanted to do.
So we just go to the
bars
Well,

.

Then,

I

ask, what makes them feel different from the

other young men who drift in and out of Franklin’s bars,
the guys they'd graduated with four years ago who are now
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working, if they can find work

factories?

in the local mills and

Steve answers this time:

Sure we re different. V/e have
dreams
I m not
satisfied to work all my life
in GE,
I want somethinp- more.
We’ve seen other places we
ve gotten
away from here.
And we don’t want to stay here.
f

.

’

’

You know one of the reasons for
the drinking problem
around here? It's the women in
this town.
The
girls grow up with puritanical
attitudes. Women
can keen men out of barrooms if
they want to.
These
mirls around here grow up stupid.
How many women
do you see in barrooms?
Well, you see some older
women and you see some girls who've dropped
out.
"t would be nice if we could talk
to the women in
the bars.
The so-called "nice" girls don’t go to
the bars.
%

I

found it interesting that Steve holds women re-

sponsible for the excessive drinking that men in this
town
do

Vito mus es
Some day I'll probably get married, but I don't
think I'd live in a town like Franklin. I wouldn't
want to bring up a family here. This town’s behind the times. They think building a new high
school '-s a renaissance. But you go up there. You
see a new building, but everything else’s the same.
People who have been there for ages are still there.
They're barely qualified to teach.

Neither Steve

nor Vito feels hopeful.

They've read

something about socialism, they talk about capitalism

as a

dying system: they themselves don't know where they fit,
Vito dreams about life in a rural environment, about living
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simply in the woods

It seems a distant
unreality

to him

now
ft eve wants to find
a job,

save money and return to

the University of Michigan
where last year he had
taken some
writing courses and where
he still has a good friend.
He

now lives with a grandfather
who is on Social Security.
It
will take him a long time to
save up enough money to leave

Franklin, if he ever does.
Steve quotes from Edgar Allen
Pee:

lhe^four conditions for happiness:
lack of
ambition, creativity, someone to
love
life
in the outdoors.

This is what he believes in.

He says he is not quite

as bitter t oday as he was four
years ago when he first got

out of high school and couldn’t find
a job and had no money
to go on to college, which is what
he most wanted to do,

But the bit terness still comes through:

m bitter because I’ve been lied to. In
elementary school, in junior high school, in
high school.
If I hadn’t been lied to so badly ,,
I’ve been fucked over a lot of times.
All people
in education, they lied to me.
All the text
books, they lie. They make you think you can be
any t hi nr, do anything - all lies.
I

Steve is a large, rough-looking, sandv-haired Irishman.

He tells me he spends about three hours each day

writ inn, but his grandfather in their small
apartment can't

understand what he is doing and chides him about
getting out
and finding a job, telling him to stop wasting
his time
s

cribb ling.
I

learn that the relationship of Vito's friends, Steve

and Peter, to Maria is one of affection and protectiveness,
Steve says to me about her:

"Yeah, she's had a real bum deal

from her husband, leaving her with all those kids."

He is

very familiar with all of the legal details of the separation,
the aborted divorce.

His sympathies are all with Maria, but

at the same time, says:

"You know, Nick's not a bad guy, just

kind of dumb to get mixed up with that young girl who's going
to take him."
In September Vito did manage to save enough money and

he moved out.

He and Steve, with a third friend, found an

apartment in Brackton.

In fact, it was an apartment in a

building owned by Maria and Nick,
son when a tenant vacated it.

Nick offered it to his

When Maria w as telling me

about this latest development, she for the first time spoke

generously of Nick:
the kid.

"I guess he

wanted to do something for

It made Vito real happy."

Like Nancy, also ostensibly living elsewhere, Vito

continued to visit his mother's home daily.

He too did his
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laundry there, stopped by for

television.
on.

When

a snack,

a

drink, to watch

People don't seen to leave Maria; they linrer

asked Vito one day how he thought his mother

I

was doing as a single parent, he said, "Hey,
just look at
the kids, that'll tell you."
is doing an excellent job.

He means he believes that she

The children look thriving and

healthy
In February of the following year

Maria that Vito had left town.

I

learned from

He'd been hoping and plan-

ning to go out to California but an incident occurred which

precipitated

a

faster move,

I

have only Maria’s side of

the story and she herself did not witness this but learned

of the events through Vito,

On a Friday night Vito, Steve

and several friends were drinking beer and listening to

records in tieir apartment.
in his chair,

smashed

a

A

friend, leaning too far back

window. A neighbor, thinking a fight

was going on, called the Drackton police.

The police

checked and were on their way out, finding nothing untoward,

when in answer to a question one of the young men answered in
a manner considered "fresh" by the officer.

young man down to the station house.

They took this

Steve and Vito, worried,

hurried after but were told by the officers to forget it,
to leave.

They refused and they too then found themselves
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beinr hustled towards a cell.

Vito, in an^er, raised an

arn in a derisive gesture and found
himself on the floor
beinpr stomped by a policeman.

the head and shoulders.

He says they beat him around

He was kept in the jail overnight

and Maria came down the next morning,
appalled when she saw
the bruised young man.

She says she has no reason to doubt

Vito’s story and she tells me she's heard of other
instances
of police brutality towards young men in this
area.

Vito

told her that when the police chief stopped in to see him
later, the chief looked thoroughly horrified.
vito decided not to press charges.

In any event,

He had been so disgusted

with life in these towns, with his failure to find a decent
job, with the complete lack of opportunity here, that this was

the final straw.

He packed up and left town the very next

day, taking the bus to cross the country.

Maria, telling me some weeks after he left, is still

saddened by the way it all came about.

She doesn't blame

her son, she feels as angry about this as he did.

Vito sold

a ski parka to his father and some other winter items,

$50.00 in return.

This arcuses Maria's contempt.

getting

Richard

had hoped to get those things and she thinks the father ought
to have sent his son off with a gift of money.

Vito has a friend and an aunt, Agnes, who live in

297

Anaheim, California and this is where he went.

I'm told

that Anaheim is one of the more ugly cities in California.

Someone described it to me as "The Franklin of the

hope that Vito finds what he wants out there.

I

V.'est,"

College

had promised to give him a better life than his mother has
had, a new world. So far it's been a chimera.

Vito would

like to continue his education, do some graduate work in

biology.

Perhaps in California he can do better than the

job as Pinkerton guard, earning $2.35 an hour.

I

hoped too

that his "bar-hopping" will not continue to be such a big

part of his life,
was to hear the phrase "bar-hopping" frequently as

I

spent time with Maria.

She had asked if

I

I

would like to join

her and some friends from the plant for such an evening out.
said

I

I

would like very much to do that.

I

knew that Maria

might stop off for a drink at Ryan’s once a week, might on

occasion go over to the more popular Patrick’s on Elm Street,
She thought we might stop in at a few places on Saturday

evening in late August,
•

•

•

•

•

Arriving at the agreed-upon time, 7:30, for that date,
I

thought Maria would be ready to go out with me.

It appeared,

TV set
however, that the only live thing in the house was the
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':hich

emitted

a

flickering blue light and was not tuned
in

to any program.

The orange drapes were drawn in
both the

living and dining room areas, darkening
both rooms in this

downstairs space.

Glancing into the living room further

aid see a sleeping form on one of the sofas,

X

Whoever it was

nod a sneet over his or her face and seemed
to be sound asleep,
The whole downstairs looked, again, as though
a

terrific wind had swept through.

There was more than the

usual amount of scattered articles all over.

In the quiet

house

I

was.

The sleeping form did not appear to be her's.

was able to look around while

I

wondered where Maria

Camping gear was pushed up against one wall.

Vito's

new nylon backpack rested alongside of hiking boots, camping
pots and pans, some old torn sneakers.

It seemed that per-

haps Vito had come home after a camping trip and, typically,

had simply dropped his things in the first available place.
The sink was, as usual, full of dirty dishes.
I

cleared some space at the dining room table and

read the "Sampler" which lay there.
show up scon and enlighten me,

I

I

knew someone would

figured that one should

not get upset at whatever happened in this house.

long ago told me that

I

could stop by whenever

It wasn't necessary to call.

I

Maria had
felt like it.

If she were not at home,

I

was
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to make myself comfortable,
have some coffee, whatever.

So that

did not feel uneasy being
here this way.

I

cioea to relax and read the paper.

I

de-

Within minutes (Richard

came into the house, directed
a curt nod at me and walked

into the living room.

I

where his mother was.

followed him and asked if he knew

"At Gloria's," he answered.

that was a neighbor up the street.

doing there?"
be back?"

p laying,

I'd arrived.
at a bar?
to Die,

I

"What do you think she's

"When do you think she'll

yet

I
I

Weren't

didn't want to intrude on Maria's

thought she really ought to know that
vie

to meet some friends of her's

told Richard to call.

Off the phone, he said

said to tell you she'll be back in about an hour."

f he

was surprised but not unduly.

I

knew

"I dunno, want me to call her?"

hesitated.

I

poker

"Playing cards."

I

least consider this an affront to me

date which

I

.

I
I

didn't in the

realized that a

had considered quite seriously, showing up at

the agreed-upon time, meant something quite different to

Maria.

I

knew of no friend in my own middle-class world who

would do this.

If someone did, all kinds of psychological

meanings might be attributed to such a lapse.
felt that was not likely.

She had,

I

With Maria

I

imagined, gotten in-

volved in a game and wasn't about to stop for me.

She’d never
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been known to stop for her children,
so why should she treat
me any differently?
V/hile I

waited patiently for Maria, then,

things happened in the household,
the living room,

a

number of

Vito stumbled out from

It had been he sleeping there.

Why he

hadn’t gone up to sleep in his own room was a mystery to
me.
lie

told me, alter he’d thrown some cold water on his face,

that he'd gone camping yesterday with the twins and two other

ten year old friends of their’s.

He couldn't find a peer to

go with; therefore he had decided to be a good big brother

and take the youngsters along.

However, the ten year olds

did not have the stamina necessary for the long hike he had

planned and the whole thing had been
for him,

ir.

frustrating fiasco

David and Penny held up fairly well but their friends

whined and cried during the night.
and

a

He'd gotten little sleep,

disgust had lead them all down the long trek early this

morning, arriving home at about 4:00 p. m.

It

amazed him that

the twins had, on returning, gone out some place to play.
He was exhausted and had fallen asleep immediately,
As Vito was

talking with me about his aborted trip,

Penny came into the house and upon seeing her brother awake

said to him, angrily:

"I'm gonna tell Dad, you'll get it!"

It seemed that when they got back from the trip he'd thrown
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his pear down (as

had thought) and Penny had accidentally

I

stepped on his new campstove.
her a sharp slap.

Momentarily angry, he'd r iven

She was mortified, he thought, and had

threatened to go off and live with her father.
they would soon be friends again.

It seems,

Vito wassure

then, that Penny

considered her father someone she might be able to
turn to?
Vito supposed she did.

Richard came over to the table and sat with Vito
and me as we talked.

attention.

He tried very hard to catch

It pained me to see Vito,

this fourteen year old boy,

I

Us brother's

like his mother, ignore

found myself trying to turn

towards Richard, hoping Vito would pick up my signal.

Vito

finally did ask Richard if he had collected the

still

owed him by Mammoth Mart.

ceived it.

$4-10,00

Richard said he had not yet re-

Vito said, "Is Dad doing some work for them, too?"

Richard answered, "Yah, and he doesn't want me to bug them
too much.

He's afraid they’ll take his work away.”
I

was surprised that a reputable concern would

fail to pay a youngster the money owed for work done weeks
ago.

Richard said that his mother was going to call the

District Attorney soon if he didn't get his money.

To in-

ject the conclusion to this particular event in the Scola

household:

it was about a month later when Maria and I
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w_re in my car, Richard in the
back seat, when
latest about this nissin $40.00.
r

When

I

I

heard the

turned around to

ask him about it, he was very
reluctant to talk about the
roney.

His mother urmed him on:

"Go ahead, tell Jeannette.

Don’t be ashamed."
As Richard held back, his unease
communicated to me
p rcm

back there, his mother spoke for him:

big shot >

V7e

found ou t they sent Richard’s check strai ht
to
C

him and he cashed it."
suppose:

"His father, the

This shocked me.

I

asked, naively,

"You mean he signed Richard's name?"

"Yeah," Maria

i

replied,

and if he don’t give the kid his money soon,

I’rn

going to swear out a warrant for forgery against him."

Richard seemed unhappy.
information:

He offered some mitigating

"Dad said he was really broke.

He’ll give me

the money, don’t worry."
I

could see that despite all of Maria's derogatory

comments about his father, it is still important for Richard
to believe in the man.

I

understood that it must be painful

for him to hear his father maligned constantly.

At least

here he would refuse to join his mother, in front of an outsider, in condemning his father,
Nov;,

sitting on this evening talking with Vito and

Richard, we heard Maria come in the back door.

I

She didn't

apologize although I'd been
waiting for her over an hour
and
a half.
It was after
:00
9

luck ever lousy tonirht:
I

p. n.

She said, "Jee,, was ny

musta been Jinxed.

I

learned that she'd had a call

fro,,

I

lost $15.00."

her neighbor around

2:00 p. m. today, after she'd
had about three hours of sleep.

mvitatxon to

w

n
nokor wtc:
- l?v
was too^ er.ticmr and,
y poker
.

+-

.

.

despite

things she ought to do, she went
over around 3:00 p. n.
for the last six hours she's
been playing poker.
For the cost part,

I

So,

would say that in her life right

now "aria does pretty much what
she wants to do, within the

Units of time and money.
for themselves,

what they will eat tonight, or whether they

have already eaten,
i'Oi.

The children have learned to fend

I

do not learn.

Haria went upstairs to

vr

ash and change.

When she

returned, she looked refreshed, her hair conbed neatly.

on top of a pair of grey slacks, she is wearing
a new

ni'-fit,

sh 2 .rt
s

I

had not seen before.

Its photo-offset print depicts

Victorian maiden shyly glancing up at a tall, dark man who

bends over her, both figures enveloped in
I

To-

a

leafy b ower

,

When

tell her how nice she looks, Ifaria says, "Oh, how do you

like this shirt?

their clo ties

.

I

out in the bushes

I

bought it yesterday when

I

got the kids

think the girl and the guy are gonna go make
1"

She grins roguishly at ne

30

it

we were preparing to leave, Nancy cane
running

down from upstairs.

I

had not known she was in the house.

She’d evidently been napping also, as

when

I

I

had heard no sounds

had gone upstairs earlier to use the bathroom.

IJancv

looked very bright and plowing, wearing her usual
faded
k

jeans and her typical white T shirt.

In her hand she

carried a copy of Henry Killer's "Tropic of Cancer."
must be going through a ’Killer’ period,

I

thought, as

She
I

knew she'd been reading another of his books recently.

She

was leaving for her job at the hambprger stand, where she

would he working late tonight.

The book was for free moments

snatched there.
Before Maria and

I

could leave, the door opened again

and a young woman I’d not seen before came into the house
and simply took a seat at the table.
tion.

l/hen

Nobody paid much atten-

Maria got off the phone, where she’d been talking

to someone who was supposed to meet us later at Patrick's,

she said,

"

*jhis

is Amy, Jeannette."

It seems that Amy is a

regular visitor here and had just returned from being out of
state.

At first

I

thought she might be

Vito's but this wasn't the case.

a

girlfriend of

Vito had said "hi" per-

functorily and had continued reading a book on genes.

21-vear

old Amy Is a general friend to the whole family, hanging out
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rore with Maria than with the grown children.

Maria would

speak of her to ne as "a good little shit”,
a very high
level of praise.
V/hen

we left the house, Amy came along with us.

Just before we went out the door, Vito wheedled
$3.00 out
of his mother.

Peter later.

He said he'd be going to meet Steve and

On this evening, as we had drinks at several

bars, we later encountered this trio of young men who ended
up spending a good deal of time sitting at the table with

us.

Also, around midnight, Nancy and Chris appeared at

Patrick’s, where we were all sitting at

a

table.

It seemed

a family affair,

Maria drinking beer in a bar with two of

her children.

asked if this happened often and she said

I

yes, they would run across each other once in a while like
this but it was never planned in advance.
On this evening, although there had been talk of

friends from National Cable joining us, they never appeared.
Nor did Maria allude to it.

When

I

finally asked, Maria

said casually, "Oh, yeah, Linda called and said she and

Marlene couldn't make it, after all.”

Maria hadn't thought

to inform me of this change,

Maria on this evening v:ished to show me the Viking
Ear, although this is not a place she would ordinarily visit.

306

By this time in our relationship
Maria knew quite a bit about
re and my own interests.

things.

She knew

I

liked old places and old

Therefore she wanted to please me and thought I’d

enjoy this place.

deteriorating

The bar is located in the Viking Hotel,
a

residence for near-destitute men and women.

It is a 19th century dark red brick
building.

The interior is

permeated with a heavy gloom, the bar being a large, open
space witn several woo den tables and chairs scattered about.
*

"

i

ar

J-

a

pointed out the gingerbread scroll on the woodwork,

he re was no ersatz panelling.

and

I

Maria called the place "grungy"

could see that it was by-passed by all but the decaying

elderly sitting here.

While Maria and Amy drank large mugs of draft beer,
I

had bourbon on ice.

ing me much more than

Any chattered into my left ear, tellI

wished to learn.

She said she and

Steve Ryan had been casually sleeping together on and off
for about four years, neither one committed to the other.

Later, when the three young men sat with us for a while, it
did not seem that Steve and Amy were intimate.

They hardly

talked to one another.
Most of this evening we spent at Patrick’s.

This is

on Elm Street, in the Polish section of the town and formerly

housed the Polish Club and Polka Dancehall.

There is a huge
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room behind the bar which is available
to residents and

organizations in the area for banquets and
socials.
Earlier this summer
a

"Stag

&

I

had cone here with Maria for

Shower," an engagement party to which both
men

and women are invited.

This was given by the owner of the

bar, Dick Patrick, and his wife for their
son, John, who
Wo.s

about to marry a young woman from town.

cina

customers were there,

f &mily— s ty le

dinner which

had thoroughly enjoyed the

I

w as
r

About 250 friends

served to the crowd as we sat

at long, plank tables.

1

Tonight the ’scene' at this bar was quite unlike the
staid, quiet Viking Bar we had left.

music blared loudly from a jukebox.
ames

,

but mostly people in their 20

Here the rock and roll

Men and women of all
's

and 30 ’s, sat at the

tables, stood around watching others playing pool, while
some men and women at the bar kept their heads turned up to
a

small TV set high against a corner wall.

Three bartenders

were kept busy.
As we entered Patrick's, Maria’s spirits seemed to

zoom up high.

She knew and was known by many people here, some

of whom called out to her as we walked in.

in the center of the room.

She chose a table

Shortly after we sat down, a tall,

thin woman with blond hair, who might be in her mid-50's, came

over and sat down with us.

Patrick

,

I

recognized her as Jeanne

wife of this bar’s owner and hostess at that party

for her son.

She and Faria talked about that recent event,

Faria praising the food, the decorations, Jeanne's
dress,
the groom-to-be.

I

had never seen Maria put herself out to

be nice to someone in quite this way before.

I

wondered if

Jeanne represented some aspiration of Maria's, with her cool,
slim figure, her assured demeanor.
Jeanne and Maria began to talk about a woman whom

I

recognized as Joanne Braun, the young woman in my study who
had lead me to Maria.

As they talked,

I

realized that Jeanne

was very critical of Joanne and that, in response, Maria was

beinm insincere.

For some reason she

wa.s

not expressing her

true attitude toward Jeanne, which is one of amused tolerance.
Yes, she was agreeing, what Joanne was doing w ith

Eddie, the eighteen year old young man who'd moved in with
her, was shocking.

such a young boy
lieve the things

I

Yes, it was shameful, this affair with
Yet,

I

knew that Maria didn't really be-

she was saying.

gossiping, as did Maria,
was now being told.

Jeanne seemed to enjoy the

Actually Maria knew all that she

Penny had been spending time at Joanne's

house, playing with Denise, and coming home to tell her mother

who had been there and what she had done there.

It seemed
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that Maria did not wish to flaunt conventional
opinion,

here represented by Mrs. Patrick.

Knowing Joanne and being aware of her situation, it was
of interest to me to learn that her perceptions
were correct:

people were talking about her.

Maria often spoke to me of

Joanne, expressing concern that this young woman was messing
up her life.

However, it never prevents Maria from allowing

Angela and Penny to go to her home, to baby-sit or just visit.
Now Jeanne was urging Maria not to let Penny continue

visiting that household,
to this.

I

wondered how Maria would respond

Pressure was being exerted.

Jeanne said,

You know, my niece Anne has been over there and
she told me that Eddie and Joanne take baths together while Denise and her friends are around,
and the little kids are allowed to walk in and out
of the bathroom while they’re both in there taking
baths together!

Maria made an appropriate shocked sound, but perhaps

her sense of fairness made her reply to Jeanne:
But you know, Jeanne, she really is a pretty good
I’ve watched her with Denise; she does a
mother.
She doesn’t like to let that kid out of
good job.
her sight and she’s always fussin' over her.
But Jeanne couldn’t let it rest;

know, Maria, but one morning when Anne was there talking to Joanne, Eddie got up late and he came out
wearing Joanne's bathrobe!
I
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r.aria tried to suppress a
prin but couldn't rnanape

as

’

3he replled > "Yeah, well maybe he
sv:inps both ways!"

She could be conventional just so
long.

amused

Jeanne was not

"Well, Maria,” she persisted, "if

.

I

wouldn't want my kids watching all that
stuff

V ;ere

ner dues.

versation

ls

a oaa scene

actions such as Joanne's would be frowned on,

,

..bile it nay be
O'

Maria now

could see how in this predominantly working-class

I

community

I

With a serious face she concluded the con-

Yeah, you're right, Jeanne, that

:

I

poinr- on.

aon't think you should let Penny go down
there."
paj.a

you

a

commonplace

nov;

for young men and women

the middle— class to live together openly, this has by no

means become accepted behavior in a town like Franklin. To

Jeanne Patrick, a Polish woman born here, even though as the
wife and helpmeet of

a

bar owner she must see all kinds of

behavior, the flaunting of rules in this way is highly disturbing,

J

knew that Maria had moved away from much of this

straight-laced morality

- in

view of her relative calmness

about Nancy and Chris' relationship.

It seemed to me that

Maria fell almost exactly in the middle of two cultures.
Not really belonging to the respectable community of lower

middle-class matrons (and even when she was married she would
have failed to fit in), on the other hand she ha

trouble
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accepting the new sexual Fores
when

it hits

close to home,

Basically, her attitude mip;ht be
best expres sed in words she
used about Joanne in talking to
me:

Vhat the hell, a.s loner as she’s
not bothering me or
anybody else, it’s her business
Let her do her
tning and I’ll do mine,"
I

believe Maria is not just echoing tired
jargon,

In her heart

I

don’t think she censures Joanne for taking

a young nan as a lover or for living
openly with him.

will not cease being a ’friend’ to Joanne.

She

Having her

daughter involved in a sexual relationship right under
her
nose, however, is something she cannot tolerate.

going on elsewhere

,

If it’s

it's not a problem to Maria,

As Jeanne walked off and left us, Maria too wander-

ed over to the bar,

leaving me at the table with Amy waxing

sentimental and loouacious.

I

watched Maria as she talked

to a middle-aged man with sandy, thinning hair.

versation seemed serious, not flirtatious.

Their con-

Later, when Maria

returned, she told me this was a man she's known for years.
In fact, he is Richard's godfather.

She’d been giving him

some advice about a marital problem.

Maria loves to talk

with friends about their problems.
As we spent time in this bar and others, Maria’s

demeanor was friendly, open, but hardly sexual.

Perhaps if
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I

was not with her but rather
she were in the company of

habitual intimates, she might be
more flirtatious.
know.

I

don't

She has told me that it's very
easy to pick up a man

in a bar,

if that's what you're looking
for.

Men have tried

to get her to take them to her
house or have invited her to

tueir

'

s

but she says that she is not
interested.

,

When Maria

vould talk about a man, it was almost
always «n terms of her

economic interest:

yes, she night love to pet married but

the man would have to have money.
continue working,

she pleases.

she could stay

Then she wouldn't have to
at home and live the life

As she talks of it, her voice is not convincing,

a° though she knows this is hardly a likely possibilitv*

Bar custom seemed to dictate that everyone shares in

buying drinks,

Maria insisted on buying the first round here,

but allowed me to buy the next.
was no less confiding.
time.

thereof

As we sat with Amy, Maria

She spoke now as she might at any

We continued to talk about her relations - or lack
-

with men,

Maria said she wasn't going to give up

her independence for any man, she was sure of that.
had enough trouble about that with Nick.

She'd

When she'd go out

for an evening with girlfriends, he would be jealous, accuse

her of going out with men.

Sometimes he hit her.

In fact.

she says to me now, she never fooled around during her marriage.
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I

saw little sign, during the times

I

spent with her when

men were around, that she was seeking a
sexual encounter or

relationship*

It is possible that her irritable moods,
her

constant carping at the children and hick, her
incessant
smoking, mean sexual frustration.

With all of the other

frustrations in her life, there is cause enough for irritation

maria may oe able to sublimate this drive with other kinds
of gratix ication:

easy relationships with women, ’gadding

about’, poker playing, the convivialtiy of an evening such
as we were having.

v ito and Steve appeared in this barroom around 11:30
P.

rr

.

this night.

his mother’s eye.

I

thought that Vito was trying to avoid

Maria, spotting him, called the two young

men over to our table.

As they approached she said,

you coulda ironed your shirt

r
I

"Vito,

He was dressed neatly,

wearing clean jeans and an unironed yellow and blue plaid
cotton shirt,
I

Steve also looked freshly showered and shaved,

had noticed in this bar and others that the working-class

young men looked well-groomed, hair combed neatly and clothes
pressed.

There

were very few unkempt, hippy- locking , long-

haired youth here.

Middle-class youth that

I

saw in my world

often looked like re-creations of dust-bowl farmers, butchers
or carpenters, their scraggly clothing emerging from thrift
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Shops and Salvation Army
stores.

Evidently parents in this

town were still able to exert
this kind of influence so
that
when their adult children went
out in public they presented
a tidy appearance.
*

kneKfchat Maria seldom ironed for
the older children.

Occasionally she would iron a pair of
pants or blouse for the
three younger ones. She would say
that her nightly work at
tne factory ought to be more than
enough for her to do for

them as their mother.

In fact, she did feel guilt,

I

believe,

at not keeping a neater home or in
being absent from home so

much.

But she would not give this up for them,
as she had not

given it up for Nick.

Evidently Vito felt it was safe to join us, that his

mother might desist from "barking” at him.
pulled up some chairs and sat down.
about Ele&nor

J

a

He and Steve

The two young men talked

seductive-looking girl who might have been

in her late teens, now playing pool with three young men.

I

had seen her before in Patrickfe and had wondered about her.
She dressed always in a sexually provocative way appeared to
,

be angling for drinks which were offered freely.

Tonight she

wore a soft grey cotton shirt which was unbottoned, revealing

unbrassiered breasts.

Below that were brief, white shorts.

On her feet were platform shoes with thick, cork soles.

As

315

she played pool, she stood
in lewd and suggestive poses,

rounded rump in the air and breasts
falling loosely out
of her shirt.
What seemed odd to

me was, in the face of

this open invitation, the young
men playing pool with her

-

or those who talked with her
at the bar - seemed to treat

her with politeness and respect.
sexual jibes.
oa..d.

I

There was no ogling, no

asked Vito and Steve about her.

She doesn't have it all up there."

sorry for her.

He said,

"I feel

I've told her, Vito's told her, a lot of

ruys have told her,

act together.'

Steve

'Hey, Eleanor, you'd better get your

We've talked to her, we've said to her, 'Hey,

you're not going anywhere, standing around here every single
night , going out with any guy who'll buy you a drink,"

Vito and Steve were not guarded in talking about this

young woman,

They thought she looked pretty temoting but

they’d be afraid to sleep with her for fear of picking up a
disease.

Steve said he thought she was "too pathetic" to

sleep with and that it would be no great feat to "have her"

since any guy could do that for the price of a drink.

Vito

figured by now that she is an alcoholic; she was in here every
night, drinking steadily.
By now Eleanor seemed a sad sight to me, also, rather

than an alluring young woman.

I

was told that probably a lot
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of men around here
have slept
nave
slent- with her.
u

She was not con-

sidered a prostitute, just
a sad, sick gin.
It seemed to me that
sexual interaction was
down-

played in the taverns we
visited this evening, and
on other

evenmrs.

am sure that it probably
was going on all around

I

mS bUt thS more

^P^ent

neighborhood hang-out.
appeared.

atmosphere suggested a friendly,
Everyone knew everyone else,
it

Men seemed mostly to talk
with other men.

is a stereotype of the
construction worker,

There

the "hard hat"

who stands around in brerivk
tine ogling women, making
suggestive
-?

comments

I

.

know of course that this does
happen.

But in

tnese Franklin bars that kind of
behavior seems left outoj.de

bhen
'

‘here is little sexual machismo in
evidence here,

.

I

o unger

had come to this bar and others, with
Joanne, a much

woman,

1

saw more such interaction.

With Maria

I

saw little of it.

Vito and Steve talked about their prospects
ing work.

They argued the merits of accepting the job as

night watchman.
.

Steve said, "Well, you can take a book along,

ou Can catch some Big Z's

C.irist, Bteve,

our skulls,

for find-

1,

..." and Vito answered,

that’s such crude work.

"But,

We’d be bored cut of

"Bure, Vito, but we’d have the dweez, wouldn’t

and we can get the hell out of this town, maybe, some day’"
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Eventually, of course, they did both take
these
.jobs

as Pinkerton Guards.

It was the only

and they had spent vreeks looking.

1ob available

t

The first day Vito was

to show up for that job I happened to
be in their house.

He was trying on his uniform for the job.

sad for him.
l

f'act

was

When he donned

,

Trey, gabardine, institutional jacket and cap he sudden-

ly appeared,
a

One minute, he looked the vital, handreme

oung college graduate that he in

tne

It made me feel

to me,

to lose his individuality.

He became

"Pinkerton Guard" and in fact his manner did become more

subdued.

Perhaps only

I

felt this,

Maria, Penny and Richard,

watching, admired the way he looked and complimented him.
I

learned later that Vito kept this job for only two months.

Transportation to and from the plant was

a

big problem.

Eventually he found work at a local track where greyhounds
raced.

A neighbor working there drove him.

That job ended

also and as -winter approached he was able to get work operating snow-making machines at one of the nearby ski areas.

He

had talked frequently about going to graduate school when

I

first met him; by the time
it much

I

last sa w him he was speaking of

less often.

•

•

•

•

•
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After that particular night of
"bar-hopping" ,

continued to see this family on and off
un until the time
of this writing, March of 1977.

Some things did happen.

Maria, in disgust, had finally told her
lawyer to drop
the bar to the divorce.

That means Nick is now free to

marry Veronica, as the divorce automatically
goes into
effect.

He has not, at this time, married her but Maria

understands that will happen soon.

In telling, me of this

change, she said:
I figured I might as well drop it.
I’m sick
and tired of asking for my money every goddamned
week.
I figure if they're married I'll just call
up and tell her to tell him to get the money on
over to me.
After a coupla months she should be
sick of mo calling.
Besides, my lawyer said it's
gonna start costing me money and where the hell am
I goinr to get the money to pay him?

Iley,

That latter factor might have been the decisive
one, as certainly Maria ought to have been able to figure

out before now what she says has suddenly occurred to her.
I

know that she is thoroughly disgusted with the uncertain-

ty of when and how she would receive support payments.

Up.

until this tine, however, she has seemed to need that con-

tinued involvement with Nick,
it,

I

Now she v/ants to be done with

hope for her sake that this new tactic is successful,

David continues to go over to Nonny’s regularly.

Maria sees ho w badly he needs a father; he hangs around there

319

all the time

Angela, too, is rarely at home,
preferring

.

her grandmother
of her

fanij.l,

.

'

and father's company to that of the rest

s

ais hurts Maria but she seems helpless
to re-

verse the process.

Later, in February,

was to find Angela

I

home alone one evening and spent some time
in talking with
her.

She has Maria's sweet, good nature and energy.

told me that she was a "B" student but had

a

She

dream of being

able to go to Georgetown University and study political

science,

“One friend had told her about this university and

how one can be trained for foreign diplomatic service here.
While it seems sadly improbable to me that Angela will be
able to achieve this dream,

I

am moved by her youthful in-

tensity as she talks of it to me.

attention

I

She seemed to devour the

gave her and could hardly tear herself from the

table where we talked when it was bedtime.

I

wondered if

Maria ever sat with her and listened of an evening.

With-

out a parent's encouragement and support, in addition to the

real economic situation, Angela's dream will probably remain
that

Maria worries about Vito, out in California, but she
is relieved that there is one less

child around, pushing at

her and needing something from her.
Fancy and Chris continue to live together in their small
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apartment.

Maria reports to me that they bicker
constantly.

She wonders if they’ll break up soon,

almost daily to Maria’s home.
a restaurant with Maria,

One day

They still come around
,

drinking coffee in

she suddenly became very pensive,

more serious than I’d seen her and she said
Maybe I oughta come up and see you at the counseling center, Jeannette,
Maybe I’m too hard on
Nancy. We had a terrible fight the other day, she
came up and tried to take Vito’s records outa the
house.
I wouldn't let her and she screamed at me,
she said I never did anything for her and never
gave her anything and was always running around.
It made me feel bad.
Maybe I do yell at her too
much,
Christ, she makes me mad enough, coming in
and taking things that don't belong to her. But
still, my nerves must be makin' me be a real bitch.
I

an air.

had hardly ever seen Maria assume so introspective
Obviously it troubles her when

such strong feeling.

a child

expresses

Heretofore she would hear this mainly

from Angela; now her oldest, Nancy, is saying similar things.
She is looking into herself a little more.

But

whether she would ever come up to the clinic.

I

doubt

She pushes

these unpleasant thoughts from her and goes on to the next
thing.

Penny has begun to envy David his closeness to their
father.
home.

Nov;

that softball is over, she is more often at

She looks wist fully out the window at times when

David drives off with Nick

"How come Dad never takes me?"
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Dad is still partial to the boys in the family and Maria
does not know what to answer her.

As winter approached,

Penny was able to get a job delivering "Shopper’s Guide"

newsletters to neighbors for many blocks around in her
area.

She has an eight year old helper, Joey, and together

it takes them about two hours each evening.

She is saving

about $6,00 a week now and that makes her much happier.

Richard works more often with his father.
thinks he wants to be an electrician too.

Maria

She worries

about what will happen to these relationships after Kick
and Veronica marry, feeling that the new wife will put

Maria

more bars in the w ay to Nick's seeing the children,
doesn't think Mick will resist very much.
have seen - from a distance

-

I

wonder.

I

the strong pull some of the

children in the family feel towards their father.

This must

be reciprocal or they would not continue the constant contact.
I

imagine that Kick loves his children very much.

Certainly

he seems a very selfish nan but to Richard, Angela and David
he is a most important person and gives them something.
As for Maria, she continues her life pretty much

She

as I saw it from the beginning of our relationship.

runs about, she has bought

hand but in good shape.

a

new rattan kitchen set

-

second-

The chairs swivel on a 360 degree
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angle.

Her factory has new orders, she doesn’t worry
now

about lay-off but takes "sick-leave" time fairly often.
She stops in for breakfast twice a week with friends
at the

Brack ton House, urges me to stop in and join them.

I

shall

do so

Now, finishing this chapter on Maria,

I

think back

again to that last long evening of "bar-hopping".
v:e

After

had gone to several other places, Maria, still high and

bucblinr, suggested we stop for a bite at "The Rodeo", an

all-night diner in Brackton.

Maria ordered two sunny side

up eggs, hone fries, ham, toast, coffee.
I

had ordered as Maria had done.

was very high.

been enjoyable.
and

I

The food was tasty,

The level of noise here

was tired but aware that the evening had

Maria seems to create ease and camaraderie

had been a part of it on this night.

I

When we left the restaurant the young people re-

mained behind.
a.

I

was glad to see, was

nov;

at 2:00

feeling tired and willing to return to her house.

m.

When

Maria,

I

walked upstairs to go to sleep in Angela’s room,

left Maria downstairs where she was watching TV,

I

I

hoped

that when Vito and Nancy came hone they wouldn't waken her.
I

felt uneasy having a private room upstairs for myself when
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she was in the open living room.

next morning. a Sunday, wishing to get
off to

-he

home early,

rose quietly
y, thinking

I

there last night,

I

I

rry

would use the bathroom

suddenly heard from the living room:

"Hey, Jeannette, want to go out and eat breakfast with me?"
!y heart sank,

I

had had enough,

late, unaccustomed evening.

felt tired after that

I

The heavy breakfast we’d eaten

at 2:00 a, m, still lay undigested in my stomach.

Yet,*

j

amazingly,

I

found myself agreeing to go to the Franklin Inn

with Maria.
I

could not believe she had not yet had enough

"gadding about".

I

was aware that since about 3:00 p. m.

yesterday afternoon she'd been on the go.
still ready for more,

I

found it hard to refuse her.

didn't think she would be hurt.

Suddenly

I

Evidently

I_

still had not

felt glad that just the two

of us 'would spend some more time talking together.
a rare

I

She knew ny husband was

expecting me early this morning.
had enough of Maria,

And here she was

It was

chance to be alone with her.

Maria backed out of her driveway, her exhaust system

coughing and

I

drove behind her to avoid having to retrace ny

steps later.

Bozo,

lying as usual outside the front door,

jurrped up and raced madly beside Maria's
Bonneville as

she punned it up to over sixty miles an hour.

Driving,

matched as Bozo began to tire, slowed finally

to a v/alk

I

and then turned around and walked dejectedly back home.

knew how he felt.
him behind.

He too didn't want to have Maria leave

I

CHAPTER

VI

GINNY PIETROWSKI

Ginny is the only one of the four women in
this study

who lives in Brackton, the larger of these
two towns.

former client of mine at the clinic suggested

Her house, as

I

saw when

I

I

A

call her.

drove up that first time, sits

at the top of one of Brackton’s steep hills.
1

a

The street is

mixture of well— tended single family homes and larger,

deteriorating houses that had now been converted into multiple family dwellings,

Ginny’

s

house has a large yard with

patches of thin grass showing through the dirt.
As I entered the downstairs hall, pushing through a

fragile door with its screen torn,
of kerosene.

I

could smell a strong odor

Already April, the days were still cool.

I

figured someone was still heating rooms with a space heater.

Mixed with the kerosene smell was also the pungent odor of
cooked cabbage.

These smells made me think of the hallways

in my hometown working-class neighborhood from the days of my

youth
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I
I

knocked on the glass-paned door of her
apartment.

could look into the apartment through an
orange net curtain

hanging on the door.

Peering in,

hallway was obviously

a

visible.

bedroom.

saw that next to a small

I

The corner of a bed was

As I continued to knock, wondering if somehow

had come on the wrong day,
flung to the iloor,

suddenly

I

I

saw some bed covers

Ginny came to the door, pushing her blond

hair away from her face.

It was now around 2:00 p. m. and I

knew she must have returned from her waitress' job about an

hour ago.
I

had learned from my initial phone call to Ginny that

her hours at Jackson's Restaurant in downtown Brackton were
from 6:30 a. m, to 1:00 p, m,
sons, aged 8,

6

and

3;

I

also knew that she had three

came from a Catholic home where her

father was French-Canadian and English, her mother Irish.

She

had been married for six years to a Polish-American man, Frank
Pietrowski, a jockey, and has been divorced for the past four
years

Rubbing her eyes sleepily, Ginny explained to me that
she had felt very tired after work, had dropped on to the bed

and must have fallen fast asleep.

Now a little boy emerged

from the bedroom, also looking sleepy-eyed.

This is her
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youngest son,' Mark vjhn
i a
*. Who is
three years old. He
is a goodlooking little boy with
brilHatitbrilliant, bright blue
eyes, a sturdy
body like that of a
miniature man's.
j_i

" illy iS a lar se-b°ned
woman, looking older
than her
29 years.
Her hair at this point
is white-blond, worn
in
short, pixie-cut fashion.
She

looks tired, drawn lines
around

her mouth.

She is wearing her
waitress, uniform, a short,

pale blue nylon shift below
which are white nylon pants.
shift fits Ginny tightly,
revealing rolls of excess

The

flesh

under her shoulders and
around her waist.
Ginny is placid and slow-moving.

She speaks softly and

carefully, rarely raises her
voice: a flat, monotonous tone.
It was hard, on the first
visit, to know how she was
reacting
to my explanation of what
I wished from her.

She responded

merely with "sure" and "yes"
and" that’s fine" to questions
and requests of mine. When I
told her this would be timeconsuming, that

I

would like to be around some evenings,
per-

haps on a week-end when all three
children were home and perhaps sometimes to try to see her alone,
to sleep over, to share
some meals, all of this produced the same
quiet assent.

Before

I

left on this first, brief visit

she was willing to cooperate with me.

seemed lively.

I

asked her why

For the first time she

She looked surprised and interested, thought
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deeply and said, -Oh,

I

don't know, really.

figure some things out in talking
to you?

learn something about myself.

people out.

I

Maybe

And, anyway,

can't say why exactly, but

Maybe

I

I

I

I

can

can

like to help

guess no harm

can come of it."

Ginny’s complexion is not good, an
indoor pastiness
about it as though she rarely is outdoors.
that this is true.
up.

I

later learned

Her heavy-lidded blue eyes seldom light

They retain a calm - almost dead look - that
is dis-

quieting,

As she became more at ease with me,

pressiveness in her face.
to know Ginny

,

I

saw more ex-

But it was a slow process, getting

Initial Interviews were heavy— going.

She

responded with few words; everything had to be pulled out of
her.

Throughout the months of our contacts Ginny retained
an air of quiet reserve.

When it was broken, on rare occasions

with a lusty laugh or roguish look, the effect was disarming.
I

continued to see Ginny through February of the following year

spending around 40 hours with her and her sons.
Most of our talks were held at her kitchen table, Ginny

smoking cigarette after cigarette, occasionally offering me
tea or coffee.
We didn’t talk very long on this first visit.

Ginny
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seemed so tired and there was so little
energy exuded from
her that

found it difficult to remain long with
her.

I

I

was glad to leave and felt some ambivalence
about whether
she would work out for this study or not.

When

I

returned during the following weeks, each visit

became less onerous; Ginny relaxed visibly and talked
more
readily,

I

was also able to look around and take note of

the physical surroundings

,

The kitchen where we spent most

of our time together is a large, bright room, with obvious

care having gone into its decoration.

Gay wallpaper with

large, splashy orange, white and yellow flowers covers the

walls.

A patterned beige linoleum covers the floor.

refrigerator and stove are new-looking

,

Ginny'

avocado-green colored.

At opposite corners of the kitchen sit washing machine and

drier, also avocado-colored,
I

learn that Ginny has lived in Brackton all of her

life except for the few years during her marriage w hen she

travelled with Frank to various racetracks.

Her father has

worked on the road crews for the Town of Brackton for years.
While she was growing up she saw him seldom, especially in the

winter months when snowstorms kept him out on the road for
long hours.

She had a very poor relationship with her mother.
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feeling herself constantly criticized.

Ginny has two younger

sisters, both now living in California, and
an 18 year old

brother who still lives with his parents*
It

seens difficult for Ginny to recall her youth,

although it is so recently past.

She speaks of it as un-

eventful, cannot find much of interest to report.

The

family was not well off but she had what she needed.
was little closeness.
I

"My mother bitched a lot.

I

There
knew if

didn't do what she wanted I’d have to listen to that all

the time."

It might have been from this that Ginny learned

to keep her feelings to herself, to have an immobile face

that reveals little.

Her mother was very strict.

The children were ex-

horted by her to attend church regularly.

The father went

to church occasionally but her mother was a constant church-

goer.

Ginny had a few friends but didn't go out very much

with them.

She was expected to stay around the house.

Both Ginny and her two sisters completed high school.

Her brother dropped out in 10th grade and is now thinking
of going to night school.

student.

Ginny says she was just a fair

She did her work dutifully but rarely got excited

about anything she learned.

She does remember one English

teacher she'd had, a Mr, Foster, who got her interested in
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reading.

In high school she discovered John Steinbeck

and read all of his novels.

She still loves to read, but today

her reading is mostly about public scandals, about corruption
in high places, exposes of the rich and the mighty.

Ginny says her upbringing was ’'decent.”
right from wrong.

She learned

But she wishes her mother had been more

"with it,” more understanding of her.

She says to me,

She could never understand how I’d like to be
out with my friends, not just stay at home with
her and my father. Now my brother, Christ’ he
doesn't stay in for a week at a time. If it
was me, she'd have had the FBI and Scotland Yard
out looking for me!
Instead, she lets him go his
own w ay.
Like, she knows my kid brother smokes
marijuana.
It burns her up all right, but if it
was me she’d have a hemmorhage.
She was always
saying to me, "I'm going to tell your father,"
this or that, but I always knew it was her that
I had to mind.

Nothing Ginny did ever pleased her mother.

She

constantly carped and life was not pleasant for the young

woman.

But Ginny adds, "You know, every once in a while

she used to like something that
lot easier.

I

did and this made it a

If she was in back of me,

And she laughs.

I

had it made."

More somberly she continues, "Eut

it had a bad effect on me when I was in school.

likes to be criticized all the time.
I

could never please her.

Now

I

I

I

think

Nobody

used to feel that

can say to her,

Ma, you
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do your thing and I’ll do mine."

From the time she was 12 years old she worked.

She

has always, as far as she can remember, from that time on-

ward earned money for clothes, dentist's bills and spending
money

.

She baby-sat, worked in a

high school years.

5

&

10 cent store

during

Her younger sister, Anne, went on to

nursing school after graduating from high school and is now
a

registered nurse in San Francisco,

The younger sister,

Barbara, also moved out to that city and works as a secretary.
Her parents are finally getting angry with Ginny’s

brother, Douglas, thinking he is net looking hard enough for
a job.

Jobs in this area are very hard to come by, however,

and Ginny feels some sympathy for this brother, while at the
same time expressing disappointment that she was never

treated as well as he is by her parents.

Douglas comes over

to visit Ginny and the boys every two weeks or so.
a

He can be

big help to her when he's in the mood, taking the children

out for a while or playing with them in the house.

For the

most part Ginny has not turned to her family for any help

following her divorce.
Financially she is keeping above water.

Her husband

pays her $75.00 weekly for the support of the three children.

"I'm one of the lucky ones,

I

guess," she tells me.

Herrent
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is modest,

$80.00 a month.

In the four years she has lived

here it has gone up only $5.00 a
month.

She puts so much

aside weekly from her income so that when
the oil bill is

high in thewinter months she will have
the cash for it.

Heat

can average about $90.00 a month during the
winter, depending
on how cold it is.

She has a Christmas Club but she doesn't

use it for Christmas presents.
cash for a new stove and drier.

Last year she was able to pay

Because of an electrical

storm her TV set blew up last year.
TV set on credit.

She bought a new color

It cost her $600,00 and she still owes

about $250.00 on it.

Ginny tells me:

It's a good thing I've got good credit.
At first
I was frightened to try to buy on credit because
when you tell them you're all alone sometimes they
don't want to give it to you. But I started out a
little bit at a time and I've been able to build
my credit up,
I never deal with a finance company,
I deal directly with the banks.
There's a new law
that passed recently that they can't discriminate
against you because you're divorced and have children.

Food costs her around $35.00 or $40.00 a week.

She

can save money here because the boys get a hot lunch in school

and Mark eats his main meal at Mrs. Fisher's, the baby-sitter.
She herself eats

a

real meal daily at Jackson's.

Supper is

usually light, perhaps jelly and peanut butter sandwiches,
tuna fish salad,

Ginny spends little on clothing.

bought one pants suit last year for $65.00.

She

She loves jewelry
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and sometimes dreams about owning some authentic
Indian

silver but she cannot afford such luxuries.
Her ex-husband, Frank, buys most of the boys' school
clothing.

When they return from

been newly outfitted,

a visit

with him, they have

Ginny thinks this windfall comes

because he likes to show them off to his racing— crowd friends.
He will complain to her, when dropping them off or picking

them up, that they do not look neat enough or well-dressed
enough.

Too bad, she'll say,

I

can't afford to buy clothes

for them in fancy stores like you can.

Ginny takes home about $80,00 for her week's work at
the restaurant, after deductions,

Mrs, Fisher takes care

of Mark during her hours of work and charges her $30.00

weekly.

In addition, Ginny pays $5.00 a week to 12 year old

Elaine Miller, daughter of a friend down the street, who
comes in after school to help out with laundry, housework

and baby-sitting when necessary.

There is little left over

after expenses are paid and Ginny has to manage her finances
very carefully.
The contrast between her life when she was married to

Frank and her present life is very striking.

When she lived

with him, Franks earnings at that time were about $20,000 a

year for a single race track and he rode for several tracks
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around the country.

Money, then, was in plentiful
supply

for this young girl brought up
in a modest blue-collar

family.

Today she counts pennies.

She says she has enough

for the essentials but has to be very
careful.

Nonetheless,

I

was to learn that when it is something

very important to Ginny she can be
relatively extravagant.
In the kitchen where we sit talking there
is a cockateal in
a cage.

This bird cost her $80.00 and she saved up for
many

weeKs to buy it.

She says she would love to buy a real parrot,

one that would really talk to her, but they can cost up
to

$2,000.

Since the TV program, "Baretta" has been on, she

tells me that talking birds are getting more expensive.
In another cage in the kitchen there are two blue-

green parakeets, which cost $15*00 apiece.

moved into the living room,

I

Later, when we

would see tanks full of

tropical fish, some of the exotic specimens costing up to
$20.00 apiece.

Ginny spends little on recreation.
she go out with a girlfriend.

Very rarely does

Unlike two of the other women

in the study - Maria and Joanne - Ginny rarely goes to bars
in the evening. She is too tired and she hasn't got the money

for it, she says.

Occasionally she and

out or go to the movies.

a

woman friend will eat

For the most part she remains at

336

hone, watching TV, reading, caring
for the children, the

birds and the fish,
I

wondered, what kind of dreams did she
have as a

vounpr girl?

Not many.

"Oh,

I’d like to be a hairdresser.

ing school some day."

I

used to think that some day

Maybe

I

will go to hairdress-

But there is a lack of intensity, a

sense that it’s all just talk, it will never
happen.

repeats a phrase

I

hear very often in interviewing these

four women and also from women whom
I

Ginny

take each day as it comes.

I

see at the clinic:

There's no point planning

ahead.
She believes, nonetheless, that her life is quite

different from her parents' lives, what she saw in her home
as she was growing up.

thelr's.

Her values are much different from

For instance, she says she does not disapprove

of a man and woman living together if they are not married.

Her mother "would have a fit" if that were to happen to Ginny.

Talking about that, she says that if a man were to

enter her life - a possibility she considers very remote at
this point - and if she chose to live with him, she believes
she could defy her mother in this.

She has had battles with

her mother in the recent past when she has gone out on dates.
Her mother makes comments about the man she's going out with
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of an evening, or she will criticize the fact that she leaves

the children with a sitter,
to her now,

What

I

Ginny says to me, "But

'Ma, I’m almost 30,

I've got three kids,

do is my business, not your's, so butt out,'

sit there,

this."

I

like this, arms folded.

can say
I

work.

She'll

She doesn't like to hear

From her father she gets no comment.

He has always

been the easy-going parent.

Thinking back, Ginny believes that it was because of
this poor relationship with her mother that she was glad to
get married at age 18. She met Frank at "Candy land," an

amusement park in Brackton that has since been torn down.
She and her high school friends often hung around this down-

town spot.

Up to this point she had rarely dated.

shy, did not think she was very attractive.

She was

Frank was a year

older than she and was already achieving sons success as a
jockey.

Brought up in an area of small farms in New Hampshire,

he'd been around horses all of his life.

His family were

Polish-American and his mother and father both worked outside of the home to keep a large family going.

Being very

small and loving horses, this profession seemed a natural
one for him.

Shortly after his 16th birthday he quit school

and began to work full-time as a jockey.

been brought up as a Catholic,

He, like Ginny, had

From the time he was 17 years

338

old he had stopped attending
church.

During their marriage

religion played little part in their
lives.
Ginny and Frank dated for about
a year.
to marry was a simple one.

The decision

They consulted no adults; they

made the decision without too much
thought or talk and had
a small,

informal wedding in

a church.

Ginny had not expected much in her life.
to marry a jockey seemed a glamorous
opportunity.

The chance

Indeed,

for the six years of their marriage she
feels that her life
;

exciting.

S
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.

She and Frank got along well.

talk together much or share a common life.
at the track most of the time.

They didn’t
He was very busy

She went to stores a lot,

shopped for clothes, money in good supply at all times.
^as very generous.

Frank

He was an easy spender, bought expensive

clothes for himself and for Ginny,

She was pleased when he

would buy something for her, a dress, a suit, a blouse and
it would fit perfectly, although he picked it out in her ab-

sence.

That was the sort of thing he loved to do, being

very much interested in presenting a good appearance to the

world.

Ginny had a tendency to put on weight but during the

marriage she tried to keep herself slim and attractive for
Frank's sake.

They ate at good restaurants.

Her life up to
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this point had been strict and
regulated by her mother.

Now - still a teen-ager, in
fact - she was travelling around
the country where Prank rode
at various tracks.
They moved
around a lot. spending a season in
Rhode Island, Massachusett

Vermont and even as far away as Michigan.
Ginny rarely made friends in these
towns which were

home for brief periods.

Occasionally she would accompany

Frank to the track, sitting in a special
place and waiting

mtil the races would be over.

Usually, though, she stayed

away as she did not feel comfortable with her
husband’s

associates at the track.
When they had been married about a year and

their first child w as born, unplanned.

a

half

She had tried the

pill for a while but felt sick while on it.

Thereafter

she used no contraceptive except the rhythm system.

She and

Frank never talked about plans for a family, it just kind of

happened.

It wee sort of the way they had gotten married:

it just happened.

She realizes now that they never did talk

about too much of anything during those six years.

Robert's birth was followed a year and a half later
by another unplanned birth, Jason's,
to have two children.

She was happy enough

Occasionally during this time, moving
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from place to place, she would sometimes wish they could
settle down.

She would become restless at times, sometimes

think that there might come a time when she could go to hair-

dressing school, do something besides take care of two small
children and an apartment.

She never talked to Frank about

these hopes, however.
In those six years the couple lived in about ten towns.

Some of what she saw around the track disturbed Ginny.

She

would see jockeys taking money from men who would drive up
in large limousines, wearing expensive suits.

they had connections with the Mafia.

She believes

She understood the jock-

eyes were being paid to throw the races.

It didn’t bother

Frank and Ginny doesn’t think it caused real friction between
them, as she rarely voiced her dismay in this matter.

She

kept these feelings and thoughts to herself, as she kept so

much else private.

She had heard of some jockeys who had tried

to resist these practices and were beaten, their families

threatened.
About this, Ginny says, "Well, you gro w to accept those
things.
done it.

If

I

But

was in that position
I

I

don’t think

I

could have

gr ew to accept the fact that Frank did it.

That was his way of life.

And maybe he didn't have any choice.

He didn't want to get beaten up."

It does not seem to occur
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to Gir.ny that there was another
choice: finding a different

kind of work,

With two young, active boys, the
packing up and being

constantly on the move finally began to
get Ginny down.

When

ohe complained of having to pick up
and move again, Prank's

way of solving the problem was to take
off for a distant

track and leave the young mother alone with
the two children.
.She

hated being in a strange place with her two sons.

she would have stuck it out.

But

She accepted most things that

happened during this marriage,

i

As we talked on this day, I had become increasingly

aware that there was a real problem for me here.

The cockateal

and the parakeets, since we had started to talk, had set up
a racket of their own.

They may have been sleeping when we

first sat down to talk but now the din was overwhelming.
saw that it wasn't bothering Ginny.
play' button on my tape recorder

I

When

I

I

pushed the 're-

realized that much of our

talk was being drowned out by the chirping, chortling and

yawping of the birds.
sit elsewhere.

I

finally asked Ginny if we might not

She acquiesced without fuss, quietly leading

me into the living room, which

I

had not yet seen.

It did

surprise me that she hadn't seemed bothered by the din.
lack of awareness that

I

Her

was struggling to hear her and to be
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heard E ave me something to think
about.
to others?

discomfort?

Is she insensitive

Does she have a very high level
of tolerance for

Later, in reading my notes and
in thinking about

this, it tied in,

I

saw, with what finny began to
talk about

soon: Prank's running around with
other women and the blinders

that she wore for a very long time.

She can evidently blot

out what is in front of her, preferring,
if she can, not to

notice the discomfort.
It was good to leave the screaming
birds behind.

The

living room was darkened on this day, the Venetian
blinds

pulled down.

It was very neat and orderly, the same care

given to decor here as was evident in the kitchen and
bathroom,

A

new-looking brown love seat and a nubby textured

orange sofa were the main items of furniture.

The most

prominent piece in the room, however, was again the large
color lV set, as it had been in Maria's and Joanne’s homes,
I

was thankful that the set was not turned on.

Along one wall of the living room was a very large
fish tank on its own stand.

green gravel

v/ere a

Swimming above the sparkling

number of brightly colored tropical fish.

Ginny told me that this hobby dated back about one year.

On

this day she received a phone call from the owner of a pet

store in Bracktcn who informed her that the new fish she had

343

ordered had arrived and she could
pick it up.
Ginny explained, with more animation
than I'd yet
seen, that she had been waiting
for this specimen, a eyelid,

for weeks.

It was expensive, $17.00, but
she thought it

would add nice color to the tank.

Presently the large tank

contained two Oscars: round, black and white
fish; several
large Red Devils and a Jack Dempsey,
It is apparent

that the birds and the fish provide

much pleasure to Ginny,

She later told me that sometimes

when the boys are sleeping she will sit quietly in this room,
just gazing at the tank as the bright fish swim and dart
about, the lights bouncing off of their bodies.

relax her, make her feel tranquil.

This will

"The birds and the fish

are good company for me," she says with a quiet smile.
In talking about her pets, Ginny has become more voluble,

talking with more ease than when discussing her past history.
This is something delightful to her; memories of childhoodand

her marriage produce deadened speech, unemotional tone.
As we talked about her fish, Mark came into the living

room and joined us.

He was not shy.

He entered the conversa-

tion quickly, telling me with eyes wide how the big Oscar

had flipped right out of the tank yesterday when his mother
was feeding the fish, how his mother had picked the fish off the
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floor and put him back in the
tank.
It seems that Mark is comfortable
with quests or

strangers who come into the home.
be friends with me.

He is bright, eager to

He does not wish to leave our side,

hanging about as we talk, trying to
enter the conversation.
I

know that Mark spends a good part of
each day out of

his mother's company, being cared for
by the neighbor.

Ordinarily Mark would still be across the street
with Mrs,
Fisher but today Ginny had picked him up earlier
than usual.
Ginny informs me that each morning the alarm clock
routes her at about 5:30 a, m.
little boys.

She then wakens the three

They dress themselves, still half asleep.

Robert helps Mark to get into his things.

Often, especially

in the summer months, Mark remains in pyjamas.

The two

older boys guide Mark and all three cross over to Mrs.

Fisher's home where they tumble into bed.
usually sleep for another two hours.

Jason and Robert

At that time they are

wakened again, eat a quick breakfast and walk together to the

neighborhood school,
Mark either falls asleep again or starts his day's

activities, playing by himself.

Occasionally another child

comes into the home, dropped off by a mother.

When there

are other children there, Mark is much happier than when he
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must spend the day with only Mrs. Fisher for company.

Mark remains there until 3:30 each day.
two free hours after her w ork day.

That allows Ginny

She might do some market-

ing, other errands or come straight home.

Often she is

exhausted and lies down until the older boys return from
school at 3:00.

With this schedule she’s able to spend a

little time with Jason and Robert before volatile Mark enters
the home again.

This child-care plan works well, Ginny believes,

except that in the cold winter months she is loath to wake
the children so early to go out into the cold.

Even though

$30.00 of a total take-home of $80.00 must go for this

arrangement, Ginny feels it’s well worth while as it allows
her to feel independent, to be in the world and - as she

would later confess

- to get

out of child-rearing duties

for a while.
The waitressing job is very tiring, leaves her with

little energy for much else.

Having Elaine Miller come in

each day for the additional $5.00 to do some chores also

gives her a breather.

Elaine is a godsend to her.

If Mark

has a cold and should not leave the house, Elaine might

stay out of school to care for him so that Ginny can get to

work.

This happens seldom but gives her a feeling of security.

Several times when

I

have slept overnight,

seen Elaine lying in Ginny's bed next
to Mark.

I

had

For some

reason Ginny had not wished to send him
over to the sitter's
so early and had pressed Elaine
into service.

girl walks up the street at 6:00

a.

m.

The young

and pops into the

place in bed that Ginny has just vacated,
was not surprised to learn that three year old
Mark

I

sleeps with his mother regularly.

As with the three other

women in the study, having their children sleep with them
is fairly commonplace.

It is not only now that they are

without men In their lives that the custom

is habitual, but

seems to have been the practice in their homes when they

were still married.
Ginny informs me that each child. In turn, has slept
in her bed; sometimes all three of them will join her for

some part of the night.

wanderer.

Mark, in particular, is a night-

Many early mornings she will find him curled In

bed between Jason and Robert,

It seems that this

custom of

bed-sharing Is encouraged by Ginny, as well as by the other
women

have Interviewed,

I
I

ought to add that in Ginny's apartment it is under-

standable, to some extent.
of them very small.

There are only two bedrooms, both

Her room is perhaps

8'

x

10'.

The boys

share a room not more than

7’

x 9'.

It would be hard to

crowd three boys into that space, but Glnny
has plans to

purchase bunk beds for the older boys and a
smaller bed for
Mark to fit alongside the bunk beds.
rooms contain closets.

Neither of the bed-

There is a cardboard closet out in

a small hallway in which Ginny’s clothes
hang.

I

saw many

of Ginny’s uniforms, nightgowns, pants, blouses
and skirts

hanging on wire hangers in the bathroom.

Each bedroom does

have a chest of drawers.

Around 3:30 on this day six year old Jason returned
from school.

He showed no interest in my presence.

This cute-

faced little boy, dressed in a red baseball jacket and wearing
a red baseball cap, strongly resembled Mark.

perturbed and his mother noticed.

He looked

She asked him what was

the matter and he said he’d dropped a paper on the way home

from school.

He was supposed to give it to her.

Ginny

suggested that he retrace his steps and look for it.

He

quietly left the apartment and walked out to the street again.
A

few minutes later another child, slightly older,

but again a replica of Mark and Jason, came into the living
room.

He was dressed in identical clothing to Jason,

was Robert, aged

8,

This

He too was very quiet but seemed a little

more curious than Jason.

I

suggested to Ginny that perhaps we

could continue talking later if she
wanted to give the boys

some of her time now.

Ginny had paid little attention to

them as they’d come home and did not seem
anxious to stop
talking

Nor did the boys try to gain her attention;
they

.

barely made their presence felt.
troubled,

I

Robert looked grave and

thought.

Elaine, the 12 year old helper, came into the living
room.

She had walked so quietly into the house

her.

Ginny asked her to do a white wash.

talk,

I

I

hadn't heard

As we continued to

could hear Elaine working quietly in the kitchen,

soon there was the sound of a humming washing machine.

Soon

Ginny asked Elaine to go to the store, to take Mark with her
and buy a quart of milk, a package of potato chips and a

bottle of gingerale.

The two older boys came in soon and

asked if they could have a quarter for a toy.

Ginny quietly

said "yes" and they left with no further talk.
On this day, at least, the routine in this household

seemed to flow quietly and easily, the cue coming from Ginny's
calm demeanor.

At other times

I

would see different behavior,

with Mark especially being very difficult.

In my presence,

at least, I rarely heard Ginny raise her voice.

Talking with Ginny on this day, as on others,
find myself overcome with a desire to sleep.

I

would

Her voice humming
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along with little inflection, it
was easy to tune her out.
Often I found it hard to keep my
attention on her. As time
went by it did become a little
easier to remain with her
for longer periods.

She began to offer information.

As she

trusted me, she dropped her guarded
manner to some extent.
Initially, then, Ginny felt her way very
slowly with
me.

She would answer my questions but add
little, reveal

little.

Her years w ith her mother had made her wary

was not about to expose herself to a stranger.
Yet she wasn’t cold.

.

She

Mot this soon

She was always friendly, welcoming,

"he would not be hurried,

I

could see.

One would have to

allow Ginny to reveal herself in her own time and in her own
way, if she would,

I

was interested in learning what there

was beneath that calm exterior but felt that

might never

I

be allowed too deep a look.

With Ginny it was possible to set up appointments
well in advance of their date.

Her life had

and structure to it that made this feasible.
the day of this visit, after

I

predictability

a
I

knew that on

left, Ginny would make the

supper of hamburgers and mashed potatos.

They would all

watch some television together, the boys lying on the floor
with pillows and blankets around them.

All three would most

likely fall asleep there in the living room.

Ginny would

3‘jU

rouse them later, urging them
Into their beds.
family would be in bed by
9:30 or 10:00 each ni^.t.
was a simple, regulated life
that Oinny was leaning
now.
Far different, I realized, from
her six years wlu. Hrank
.

The next time

I

saw Ginny she told me more
about

those years with Frank. She said,
You know, actually I didn’t get to see
him that
much in the whole six years because he
travelled
so much.
When he was home, he’d leave early~fo r
work to gallop the horses and then he’d
nap ’n the
afternoon and then he’d be racing all evening.
During the season, no, we didn't get to spend
that
much time together. He’d be racing at this fair
or that fair,’’
The first four years went by this way.
to be away from home,

'

She was happy

seeing different places, on her own,

nobody to criticize or watch what she was doing,

Frank was

content to leave her alone, allowed by his docile wife to go
hiw

ov/n

way, lead his own life.
It was in Pawtucket, Rhode Island, she said, that a

friend took her aside and told her about her husband';, affairs.

From her tone, it is hard to tell at this point how G’hhy
was affected by this news.
Ginny'

s

How did she feel,

then';

blue eyes widen just a bit as she tell* me;

351

Well, I was so damn numb I just sat
there.
Yet I knew she wasn't lying.
I began thinking of those times when he was supposed
to be
home and he never made it. So, when I
learned
about that first one we separated.
I took the
boys and went to my parents' house.
But he
pleaded with me and I went back with him again.
He told me he wanted me back and it wouldn't
happen again. But he couldn't change.
Six
months later it w as another girl. So I just
resigned myself to the fact that he wasn't going
to change.
And I couldn't take his running
around.
It was just this parade of girls, and
I couldn't stand it.
A tired and clicked story,

this one.

Even the words

Ginny find to tell me about it are familiar, almost from
the pages of T rue Story Magazine.

Ginny

's

flat tone as

she speaks adds to the sense of distance from the pain.

Yet there had to be pain or she would have remained in
that existence.

She continues:

He definitely got where he didn't much care,
he just wanted to do his thing.
And I was five
months pregnant with Mark w hen we finally got
divorced. This I didn't like, but I thought it
was something I had to go through with.
Now I'm
glad we're divorced because I certainly was not
I couldn't go along and live that kind
happy.
of life and accept it.
I

ask how it went after the divorce.

How was it for her?

There for a while I was really all messed up. I
I felt
felt like my whole world had crumbled,
very let down, maybe even a feeling of giving up ...
and then I realized I had children to take care
I was worried about
of and another one on the way
how I would handle things by myself and how I would
I thought, "Oh, God, I will have
make ends meet,
•
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to go on Welfare." That
really bothered me
because 1 have always been on my
own and very
Independent. I felt I didn't want
to go that

route

Did she have any thoughts on
why Frank ran around

with women so much?

Thoughtfully, she answered:

You know, I’ve thought about that
a lot.
I
i igured well,
maybe because he was such a
lictle man, he had to do something that
would
make him feel big. You know? He was only
And at the tracks there were always
5 ^ •
these girls hanging around, trying to get the
jockeys to look at them. He could have all
the girls he wanted, it was easy.

Right after the divorce and while she was still
i

carrying Mark, Ginny worked for a Mr. and Mrs. Tanner,

wealthy owners of racehorses and other businesses around
the City of Brackton.

Frank had ridden their horses.

In fact, when Ginny finally left

bLm for good he was

having

an affair with Susan Tanner, 21 year old niece of this

couple, the daughter of Mr, Tanner’s brother, also owner of

racehorses,

Frank eventually married Susan.

The aunt and

uncle were shocked at Frank’s adulterous behavior and felt

responsible towards Ginny, as it was their niece who was
party to the infidelity.
for them in sort of a

,f

They befriended Ginny.

She worked

Girl Friday" capacity, she says,

following the initial period in which she did housework for
them.

Something about her growing dependency on the Tanners
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lead to her quitting that job
and taking her present job as
waitress. However, they have remained
good and close friends
of her's,

This was one of the surprises for
me in getting to

know Ginny

.

I

became aware that the older woman called
Ginny

dally; they gossiped, exchanged news,
advice, confidences.
I

was impressed with Ginny

understanding that for her own

's

self respect it was better to have these people
as friends

than as employers, benevolent though they might have
been.
In this manner she created a more equal relationship.

was able to articulate this to me,

I

Ginny

didn't have to read

between the lines in this matter.
In her quiet way, I was beginning to see, Ginny had a

lot going on in her head, she thought profoundly about things

and was a lot stronger than

I

had at first believed.

mislead in the beginning by her stolidity.

I

was

She was far from

dull-witted.

Ginny found the Tanners a great source for emotional

support following the divorce and at the time of Mark's birth.
Her room at the hospital was full of flowers sent by Mrs.

Tanner.

They both came regularly to visit her.

She adds:

They are the type that even though I know that
if I ever needed anything from them financially
I never
I could get it, but this I never did.
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wanted to depend on them this way. I wanted
them as my friends, not as somebody to run
to
when the chips were down. And that’s the way
it's always been.
Today it is still this couple to whom Ginny turns
for

all manner of support.

She has found in them surrogate

parents: in particular a "mother" who is not critical but

supportive.

The Tanners have been estranged from Frank since

the divorce , no longer allowing him to race their horses.

They had seen, for instance, during the difficult marital

period that occasionally Ginny appeared with

understood how she had gotten it.

a

black eye and

"The Tanners think

Frank

is a cad," Ginny explains.

Slowly, as Ginny felt more at ease in talking with me,
she allowed me to see some of the heartache still remaining

from this marriage break-up.

It is not the loss of a husband

which gives her the most pain.
behavior following the divorce.

It is Frank's subsequent

Although he had been the un-

faithful partner, he told all of their mutual friends and

acquaintances that Ginny had become pregnant by another man
during one of their separations.

bald lie.

Ginny tells me this is a

Looking at Mark it is inconceivable that anyone

would believe Frank.

The three children are identical in

looks, with their upturned pert noses, brilliant blue eyes and
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similar body frames.
On this day as we talk
we are sitting on the
sofa
in the living room, Ginny
having remembered my
previous

difficulties with the noisy
birds.

When

I

look at the fish

in the tank, Ginny is
very talkative suddenly.

to tell me all about them.

She wishes

Her eyes come alive as she
speaks

t b S
in the corner is "Red
Dev 1 i v r®
Devil.
i paid $20>00 for
hlm<
The onp wjth
ett blue 3p0ts on dim is
"Jack Dempsey"
'I
and the other
pray one there is a four-line
cat fish.
I started this hobby
mainly because
my girl friend had an aquarium
and I admired it.
ave een a man who has a fish tank
that holds
?^
50 gallons’
His fish make these look like
babies.

^

^

^hose eyelids over there are interesting.
When
they breed they build holes down in
the sand and
build mountains. When the babies are
born and
if they think the babies are
endangered they will
hold the babies in their mouth to protect
them.
I can just sit here and watch
them for hours.
^°u know, they each have their own territory.
They will chase the other fish off, won’t
let
them come near their part of the tank at all.,,.
She is delighted to have a listener, she could
talk

about her fish, or birds, for a long time without any
prodding.

After a while

I

try to get her to return to the

subject of Frank and his behavior during the period when she
was seeking a divorce.

Ginny turns from the fish, reluctantly
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Well

when we were first apart
there and he
t
me baCk
Started this ™mor
that^
hat I nad
"ad rotten
rott
pregnant by somebody else
W
rC d y6t "Jhat 1 "On-t
wL that h as already
?
P:oinr out with Susan.
Of
u6
1 66
*

^

L

'

*
takinc
he ?
6
and Utce his father.
'

n

k

“

^

b ° rn

0 ' 1"

there Was no rnls “
hlS br, ° the

Uke

-

d t0 Mrry Rusan
he
or y v ^^^ e Diocese for an
annulment
<
of our
onr marriage.
m-i
I couldn't believe it.
Rut
they did grant the annulment.
They sent me a
copy and asked me all kinds
of questions about
how long we were married and
how many in the
amily and so forth. They asked
if I objected
to the marriar-e being annulled
and if so, to give
my reasons.
I did object and I told
them I was
pregnant and had two other children.

annl^d

,!T 6
J

n e ver heard from the church.
I just heard that
they did grant it.
It made me feel there was no
point in going to church any more if they
could do
something like that. Susan has an uncle*
who is a
priest.
Maybe they pulled strings.
I don’t know
how they could have given him an annulment.
I just
lost all faith in the Catholic Church after
that.
I used to go pretty regularly,
like on Sundays, but
I felt that I had been let down
after this. I didn't
feel that anyone in good conscience could do something like that.
It hasn't affected my belief in
Goa, but the Church — well, that's something else
again.
I felt they really gave me a raw deal,
I

As Ginny talks, the bitterness comes through with

more force:
When he left and said those things about me, that I
was carrying another man's child, I really grew to
hate him.
I don't feel that way so much now.
The
divorce was really the best thing that could have
happened.
No one can really live in hhose circumstances and be happy. Knowing hw he really is.
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feel it was the best thing. Things
are so
much more peaceful for me now. It's
hard being
divorced and having to be the head of
the household and all of the responsibility, but
I am.
more at peace now.
I

This experience has taught Ginny a
lot about people.
She thinks that during her marriage
she was too easy-going,
too trusting.

If this were to happen to her now, she
says,

she would not sit home quietly waiting for her
husband to

return from his philandering evenings.
to show him that,

She might be tempted

"I'm not going to be the stupid ass that

sits home waiting while he’s out and has a good time,"

Sometimes when she is with her girlfriends, other

women who are divorced, they compare notes on

hov;

men behave.

They concur with each other that far more men are unfaithful
to their wives than the other way around.

Sure, just take the "Five Corners" (a popular
eating and dancing place in Brackton)
I’ve
been there and I’ve seen businessmen whose names
we all know - boy, do they have a good time when
their wives aren’t around!
I've seen them go out
the door with those girls.
These are people who
get their names in the paper every day, good
citizens - loving husbands and fathers- and I say
to myself, "Bullshit!" You can be a do-gooder on
They’re all
the surface and lead a double life.
running around, those men, I’ve seen a lot of the
older men going v/ith girls 20, 25 years younger ...
.

Ginny is also quietly furious when she talks about the

poor legal representation she had during the divorce.

She

could never get the lawyer to spend time with her, to sit
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down and talk for any length of time
with her.

She had told

this lawyer that her husband was
pretending that the youngest

child was not his and that he might
refuse to pay support for
Mark.

She wanted this expressly written
into the divorce

settlement.
a week,

In one office conference Frark agreed
to pay $75.00

or $25.00 for each child.

agreement of $50.00 a week.

This was to replace a prior

Somehow, as Ginny was to find out

to her sorrow months later, this corrected contract

filed in the probate court by the lawyer

.

v/as

never

Therefore when Ginny

later consulted a different lawyer, that discovery made it

Improbable that a judge would uphold her contention that Frank
should be paying $75,00,
Ginny has lost her innocence.
has made her more wary.

When

I

getting married again, she says,
many pros and cons,
I

I

This entire experience

ask if she ever thinks about
"I don't know,

there are so

don't know if I'd trust a man again.

wouldn’t want to get hurt like

I

did this time.

And if

I

ever did get married again, I'd want it to be such a good

marriage that maybe I'd overdo things.
I

Maybe I'd be stricter,

ddn't know, I'm just talking, just dreaming this up.

not really in a position to think about it now, so

I

That kind of answer occurs so frequently that

consider it.

I'm

don't."
I

pause to

Of course, a way to get through is not to think
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ahead.

What good does it do?

„

^

ghe

^

each day. caring for these
three children, coping
with whatever presents itself,
managing to avoid going on
welfare,
then she feels she's ahead
of the game.
Ginny - and others
like her - do not have the
luxury of being able to
"plan
ahead." If she thinks
realistically of what might be
ahead
c- her that realization
could be too devastating. So
that is

her basic philosophy now.

Get through this time with
the

kids as best you can and don't
get up any hopes for much in
the future.

One summer day when

I

stopped at Ginny'

made the appointment earlier that
week,

I

s

house, having

had already been

informed by her that this was her week's
vacation from the job.
It was a very hot, stifling day.

Her house , sit ting as it

does at the top of a steep hill, often
catches a breeze when
it is very still down below.

But on this day, even here there

was not a movement of air, the temperature in
the high 90's.
I

had brought along a bathingsuit, not knowing exactly
what

Ginny might wish to do with this day.
have dinner with Ginny and -

When

I

I

The plan was for me to

thought - the three boys.

pushed through the downstairs screen door,

I

saw that the door to her upstairs apartment was wide open,
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perhaps trying to catch an
available breeze.
quiet, not a child visible.

The house was

When Ginny greeted me and we

sat down at the kitchen table,

I

was told that the two older

boys had gone to Detroit to visit
their father for three weeks.
Frank was riding at a track near
there and had agreed to take

Robert and Jason.

In the four years since the
divorce, Frank

would often take the boys for a period
during the summer.
This, however, was their first airplane
trip.

had not been scared.
the airport

,

Since

Ginny said they

A friend of her's drove them all to

ninety miles away.
I

was spending the night here,

I

was disappointed

at not being able to spend time with the
entire family and

was a little surprised that Ginny hadn’t informed
me of these

plans.

It was another instance where Ginny rarely offered

information.

Now she tells me that she neither misses the

boys terribly nor feels elated at the unaccustomed freedom.
As I knew, most events occurring around Ginny do not elicit

strong outward response.
clue
is

I

Her stolidity is pervasive.

One

had as to when she was feeling something more strongly

the widening of her eyes.

Today her house was, as usual, spare and clean.
few dishes drained next to the sink.
see the small bedroom next to Ginny'

Down the hall
s

I

A

could

in which the older boys
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slept.

Some large cans of paint,
some brushes and a ladder
sat there.
Ginny said she’d use the boysabsence as a time
to decorate their room.

She had plans to recover
the floor,

doing this work by herself.
how to lay linoleum.

I

was surprised that she
knew

She told me she’d done the
bathroom

and the kitchen by herself.

They looked professionally
done.

True, a husband of a friend had
shown her initially how to lay
the vinyl tile in the bathroom but
she had done the labor alone.
It is apparent that Ginny 's
favorite color is orange.

She likes very bright color.

patterned orange,

the

yellow flowers on it.

The tile in the bathroom is a

coated wallpaper there has orange and'
Even the toilet seat

and cover are

painted a bright re-orange.
As we talked,

drinking instant coffee

-

(one thing I

had noticed was that not once in any of the four homes

studied did
from Ginny

1

I
s

ever get a cup of brewed coffee)

bedroom, drowsy— looking.

-

I

Mark emerged

He climbed up on to

his mother's lap but quickly noticing my stenotype machine,
he jumped down and tried to play with it,
a few keys.

This was a mistake.

I

let him punch

Thereafter, whenever

set up this machine he would try to bang on the keys.

could not accept my request to leave it alone,

I

would

He

Ginny was com-
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p let sly

ineffective in drawing him away.

At this point

Mark has not learned that
-no" means just that.

I

found

it n0t W ° rthwhlle to use
the stenotype machine thereaft.
;er

because of Mark's attempts to
abuse it.
The kitchen began to feel
very hot.

I

knew that the

town lake was about a fifteen
minute walk or a three minute
drive from Ginny's house and I
asked what I suppose was a

wishful question, "Do you ever go
over to Gray's Lake during
the summer?" That was another
mistake. Thereafter Mark set
up an insistent namging, clamoring
to be taken to Gray's

Lake.
car.

Ginny said no, she seldom went there
as she had no
We tried to talk on this day but
Mark kept up his re-

frain, "I wanna go to Gray's,

blame him,

I

did too.

I

wanna go swimi"

I

couldn't

Ginny, it's true, looked cool and

comfortable in this heat.

She was wearing a pair of white

shorts which came almost to her knees and a
sleeveless red
and white striped shirt.

large rollers.

A gauzy,

Her platinum blond hair was set in

pink scarf held the rollers in place.

After about a half an hour of Mark's clamor, during

which time Ginny did not seek to divert him in any way, she
stood up and said, "Well, Jeannette, if you don't mind driving
us

I

guess we'd better go over to Gray's because we won't get

any peace from him."

I

asked if my being here was making Mark
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behave differently.

She answered, "ho, because he
doesn't

ever let up until he gets what
he wants.

The boys spoil him,

too, because they give in to
him so easily."

Ginny went on to tell me that Mark's
behavior has

gotten increasingly worse.

She cannot trust him to remain

in their back yard playing with
other kids.

Two days ago he

disappeared and she had to call the police
to help her find
him.

He had simply wandered about the
neighborhood, stopping

in at various houses to talk to people.

He was finally found

coming out of a Mrs. Delaney's house down the
street.

Mark is definitely a charmer, when he is getting
the

attention he seems to need,

A

he listened to his mother

s

now recounting his adventure, he ceased his "I wanna swim"
chant and immediately began to embellish the tale in his

babyish, delightful way*
The child well understands the immense power he has over
his mother.

He knows if he can keep up the demand, that

eventually she will capitulate.

I

saw him test this power

often, straining his mother's patience to the limit.

Her way

of responding, generally, is to voice an ineffective "Mark,

you're getting me mad," or to say "Marky" in a threatening
tone.

He ignored all of that.

I

would see him, for instance,

perch at the head of the stairs, threatening to run down the
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stairs after she had expressly
told him he could not go
out.
He would look at her daringly,
one foot poised onthe
first
step.
She would rise to the bait,
run after him, grab him
and sit him down at the table
with us again.

would return to the delightful
game.

In moments he

When he exasperated her

beyond endurance, she would suddenly
grab him, spank his
bottom smartly and send him into the
boys' small bedroom.
His howls would enrage her but
shortly she would allow him to

come out, telling him that this time
he'd better behave
or else.

He knows well that there is no bite
to that "or else

Ginny seldom provided an outlet in the
house for the

chile's energy.

He was expected to sit at the table quietly

and not interrupt as we talked.

I

could net blame him for

being restive, for lunging at the stenotype machine or
trying
to punch the keys of the tape recorder.
in Detroit,

I

older boys

knew that Ginny had packed their toys away so

that she could attack the room freely.

summer visits

VJith the

I

Therefore during my

saw that Mark had little to occupy himself with

other than television.

Later, when the boys had returned,

I

did see an occasional ball, a plastic truck, some games around.
V/e

few hours.

went to Gray's Pond and it was a most unsatisfactory

Mark demanded first this and then that.

Ginny'

inability to control him caused him to become increasingly
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more frantic.

He wanted to be pushed
on the swing, then

immediately jumped off and wished
to go on the see-saw,
at which point, no, it was
an ice cream cone that he had
to
could not understand why Ginny
conceded each time.
It seemd very hard for her
to put her foot down with
this

child

,

Jason and

Robert were much quieter.

For some

reason Ginny capitulated to demands
of the youngest son in
a way I never saw her do with
the older
two.

Ginny had not changed into a bathing
suit, still wore
the white bermuda shorts.

She told me that because she had

recently gained so much weight she felt
self-conscious in a

bathing suit.

She

is_

quite heavy.

Today

I

see that her legs

and the lower part of her thighs are very white,
soft and
flabby.

As we sat down on a slope of green grass above
the

lake, Mark ran down and plunged into the water, in moments
up to his neck.

We both ran down after him.

I

could have

predicted that he would not follow her instructions to paddle
around the edge of the lake and was surprised that she had

trusted him to do so.

This seemed a poor way to accustom a

young child to lake swimming.
disliked coming here.

I

could also see why Ginny

Not wishing to wear a bathing suit,

uninterested in swimming, it is doubly hard for her to manage
a vigorous child like Mark in such a setting.

Although she
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grew up not far iron this
lake, swimming was not one
of the
things that she did as a
younger, he r mother not liking
to
come here, either.
I

felt very sorry for Ginny
on this day.

Perhaps she

was responding to what she
thought Iwished to do, although
I trieo not to impress
my wishes on her.
I had simply asked
a question, Mark had persevered
and here she was in an atmos-

phere that was highly disagreeable
to her.

I

wondered how

often such a predicament occurred in
her life.

It seemed to

me that Ginny perhaps sacrificed her.
own desires often for
the wishes of others.

Here she was clearly unhappy, yet for

several hours made no suggestion that we
leave,
Mark, on the other hand, was in his element.

When

I

joined him in the water for a while, giving him
a brief
swimming lesson*he was entranced and tractable.

He was

naturally agile and athletic and could easily have been a

swimmer by now.

Ginny told me that Jason and Robert didn't

come here often, either, as she didn't wish to burden friends

with their care and she could not handle three boys in this
milieu.

Mark enjoyed the water play enormously.

a pity that

this free sport had to be denied him,

It
I

seemed

wondered

if Jason and Robert, for some weeks during the year in their

father's company, might be getting a taste of physical
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activity not possible with
their mother,

I

knew Frank w as

teaching them how to ride horses.
At Gray's Lake on this
day

cllents of the clinic.

It

I

saw many clients and ex-

is a recreational spot
used

primarily by the working-class
population of these two
towns, free to Braokton residents
and $1.00 a day per car
for non-residents.

Many families were spread out on
blankets;

groups of teen-agers hung out together
at one end, young

mothers and babies congregating further
away from the water.
Ginny did not enjoy herself, nor did I,
for these

hours at Gray's Lake.

It seemed to me that much of Mark's

difficult behavior was because his mother did not
understand
what an active three year old boy needs.

In telling me why

she seldom brings him here, she said, "Mark loves
the water
so much, he goes crazy for it and

I

can't keep him out."

^hat would seem precisely a good reason why she might have

taken advantage of the place, if she felt in control here.

Later on this day, when we had returned to her apartment
Ginny said:

"You see why

I

go to work?

than staying home with that kid.

It's so much easier

He'd run me ragged.

I'm

much less tired after a day's work at the restaurant than

being around him for a day."

I

Ginny wonders how come Mrs,

Fisher reports little difficulty with the child.
"It's funny, he minds her pretty good.

She says,

He loves going over

am

j
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there and she doesn't let him pet away
with much."

She does

not seem able to put these statements
together, that if she

could somehow not "let him pet away with"
so much, perhaps

their time together could be more pleasurable.
It is this aspect of Ginny's life that
dismays me parti-

cularly.

Much of the potential delight in child-rearing

seems absent in her life and in the lives of some of the

other women in this study and those whom

I

see in the clinic.

It is an endless battle, this child— rearing,

the parent nor the child emerges victor.

in which neither

Although these women

seems to have more understanding of children’s needs than

their parents did, a cycle seems to be repeated still.

message often received by the children is:
are driving me crazy,

I

The

"You are bad, you

can't stand you,"

Many of the working-class women who come to the clinic
are woefully unprepared for being parents.

model to follow.

They have had no

Often they use ineffectual punishment to

produce good behavior.

This does not work and this appears

to be one of their greatest frustrations.

They "name-call,"

hoping that by shaming the children they might produce
obedience
On this particular day, for Instance,
say - In desperation,

I

thought:

I

heard Ginny

"Mark, you're a bad boy.

K ° mmy s not soin to
*
'

^
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if you ...... anU so
rorth<

ark sobered up, pulled
at his mother’s
arms and cried,
"No, I'm not a had
boy, l- m a good boy,
Mommy!"
What his uncontrolled
behavior did was to keep
this
child c los 6 lv tied iin
^ with
his mother.
She could not even
call her evenings her
own.
On occasion when I
slept over
at this home, I saw
how unrelenting the
connection was.
When she ought to have
been able to relax for the
evening,
Mark persisted, demanding
yet some other thing, keeping
himself awake until exhaustion
overcame
-t

4-

•

,

him.

Ginny , Mark and

I

ate dinner almost as soon as
we had

returned from Gray’s Pond.

It was only about 4:4
5

.

Ginny

asked me, "What time do you
usually eat?" as soon as we had
returned to the small, hot apartment.
Taking this to be her

indirect way of letting me know she
was ready to eat now,
said I would be glad to eat whenever
she wished.

they usually ate very early.

I

I

She said

already knew we would be

having spaghetti and sauce as earlier Ginny
had shown me what
was cooking, when

had asked.

T

This was the meal

I

often had

in the times when I ate over at this
home and in the other

three homes.

Ginny

f

s

sauce was hot and pungent, containing in

addition to the chopped meat, some hot Polish sausage
and many
spices
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At the dinner table, suddenly
Glnny Is able to be very

firm.

She watched Mark's table manners
with a cold eye,

speaking to him sharply when he put
more in his mouth than
she thought appropriate.

Given her laxity at the pond where

Mark's failure to obey could result
in serious consequences.
It surprised me that this was
the area where she chose to be

firm.

Not surprisingly, either, Mark does obey
at the table,

sensing the real threat in his mother's tone.

He tries to

oat careful^, wipes the red sauce from his mouth
with the paper

napkin

He is a healthy, vigorous youngster.

.

It was almost 10:00 p, m, before Mark fell asleep
that

night, lying on the sofa where Ginny and

I

sat talking inter-

mittently as we watched the Dinah Shore show.

Now that

I

was

no longer taking notes, my tape recorder packed away, Ginny

seemed more spontaneous,
I

had the feeling at times that Ginny responded to me

as though I were a figure of authority to her,

perhaps.

like a teacher,

Her answers - at least initially - were carefully

studied, as though she could make a mistake if she were not

careful
Finally on this hot summer night, Mark asleep across
her lap, she talked more freely,

she did speak of was

Y/hat

the books that she has been reading.

I

now learned that Ginny
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reads non-fiction books at the rate of
two or three a week.
She loves exposes of any kind.

ing "A Nation of Sheep.”

She had just finished read-

This week, too, she had read the

book on the Charles Manson group.
nature also appeals to her.

Anything of a muckracking

She stops off regularly at a

local stationary store about once every two weeks and
loads
up on paperback non-fiction.
a novel.

It is rare that she will read

It is about real-life situations,

that she wants to know

,

real people

especially when the powerful and the

strong are being assailed.

,

On television the programs that most fascinate her

have to do with public personalities discussing national
issues.

She had recently watched a round-table discussion

with P.Lee Bailey, Melvin Belli and William Kuntsler.

She

discussed with animation the merits of their arguments, retaining much of the gist, it seemed to me, commenting with

intelligence on various points each had made.
This was another instance when

shift of perception about Ginny,

I

had to undergo a

On first seeing this woman

one might apply the stereotypic phrase "dumb blond" to her.

When at times

I

had dropped in to say "hello" to her at

Jackson's where she w orked, she gave one the impression of
a s low— moving,

tured.

empty-headed blond of the kind easily carica-

How differently

I

was now seeing her!

The dull-eyed
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way in which she looks out
at the world seems to
be a cover.
up, a disguise.

began also to understand
that those books and television program which depict
miscarriage of Justice must have
real significance. Perhaps.
I thought, seeing
injustice on
a large scale gives her
comfort? A feeling that while
she
is a victim of injustice at
the hands of her ex-husband,
I

this is not unknown to others,
that it is practiced against

people on a grand scale every day,
everywhere.
self never verbalized it this way to
me.

Ginny her-

The consistency

with which she related such instances
corroborated my idea.
We discussed books often.

It is what Ginny chose

to talk about, after she answered dutifully
the questions I

raised about her ongoing life.
these books with me.

them with friends.

She seemed eager to discuss

She said she rarely does talk about
She loaned me several books and later we

talked together about "Ninety Minutes at Entebbe," for instance.

She had been thrilled by that Israeli raid in Uganda.

Her face lit up, she said, "Those Israelis don’t take crap

from anybody I"
I

don't know whether this chosen subject matter was her

way of avoiding discussing personal matters.

I

thought she

was excited at the opportunity to discuss all she’d been
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reading.

Nonetheless it did serve
the purpose of sidetracking away from
Serial that was either too painful
to
talk about or too prlvate
nrivat-P
r«It ~
occurred
to me, also, that

-

external events which assume

such exaggerated import-

ance in Ginny's life might
have made up, in some way,
for
the uneventful quality
of her own existence.

There was yet another striking
aspect to these latenight conversations. An
inordinate number of the books and
TV shows which most engrossed
her involved horrendous acts
of brutality of men against men.

Stories of concentration

camp victims - "While Six Million
Died" and "The Katyn

Forest Massacre"

-

tales of cannibalism, such as "Alive" -

these seemed to capture her imagination
more than others.
She would tell me, speaking in quiet,
awed tones, of women

who had been axed, children who d been
raped, about heads
'

cut off, about Calley and the Mylai
atrocities, about bodies

skinned and impaled on spears, until I'd want to
tell her
that

I

couldn't stand any more of these horror tales.

net stop her,

how.

however.

It seemed to help her;

I

did

I’m not sure

Perhaps in recounting these horrible things she could

feel that her own life, by comparison, was o.k?

That others

suffer injustice and cruelty far more dreadfully than she?

37*4

the months passed and Ginny
saw me more as myself,

less a figure of authority
and more as an interested
friend,

began to learn that her life
wasn’t as easy-going as she
had first lead me to believe,
with her statement "I’m one of
I

th~

luck y °nes,
-

I

guess,"

Now, in late August, she informed

me that Frank actually was
about $3,000 in arrears in his

support payments

,

While at first he had sent $75.00
weekly,

even though the legal agreement set
forth $50.00 weekly, now

even that latter sum had dried up.

how to get him to pay up.

She was at a loss as to

She felt very uneasy about the pile

of bills that were accumulating,

Fore importantly, she now allowed me to see how
much

pain there was for her in Frank's callous treatment
of Mark.
Not only would he not admit paternity, but he coldly
excluded this child from visits to him, ignored him when
he came to

pick up the two older boys and failed to send birthday or
Christmas presents to him.
As Ginny talked to me about this one evening, her face

became more sober than usual, her lips downturned:
told you, he doesn't acknowledge Mark as his
He keeps up the story to this day that I
went out with someone else and got pregnant and
that's why he left me.
I think about that a lot
and I wonder if in five or ten years from now, if
his marriage doesn't work out, he's going to walk
As

I

son.
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in and say
dU >
J to Mark
..

"Hpv
vih
ti
tte y» kid
I'm your old man "
thought about that so m,ih.
That is one
re
Wlth rae
1 fecl so ba<i about
«ark
l°
S
CO y0U, ’ S t0 ex Plaib
" a la
things
to yet
B
,Ztl'
But
what do TX say to a three
year old? That your
father doesn't admit he's
your father’ He'll he
e
he
e
y'
b
k fr °* beln S **«>
e il s
He'u
say,
a:
when they're
th°
getting ready to go to vi-it
him
'Can I g o too?"
They say, "Next time! £rg!
-xt time you can go bye-bye
with us." And it's^ad
because there’s never that "next
time."
t,-ve
I

Z

nT\

-

,

^

Now

I

can see the sadness.

to get blood tests done,
is

“

Mark's father.

*

Ginny wonders if she ought

to prove once and for all that
Frank

She's heard about a test where a bit
of

tissue is taken from father and child
and this could be

definitive proof.

She is bewildered by Frank’s behavior
and

hardly knows how to fight him.

The worst part is the pain

that she sees in her three year old.

She tells me:

nearly went out of my mind one day. I had to
control myself. The kids were downstairs with
their father and Susan, Mark ran to the top of
the stairs and yelled to them, "Goodbye, Dad,
Goodbye, Susan," There was no response from them.
They didn’t say anything to the kid.
I had to
restrain myself from running after them and
screaming at them, I could have taken a goddamned
38 and blown his head right off.
I

I

ask if Ginny thinks any of this might affect the way

she is with Mark,

She responds:

Yes, I guess I do feel sorry for him.
Maybe I'm not
as strict with him as I am with the older boys.
But
then I'm not a very strict person.
I mean, I don't
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rule with an Iron hand. But X
guess Mark does
With
3
llttle more than his brothers do.
Even^h
.t him.
Even they spoil
'

Here, for this three year old
child - and for his older
brothers who must be confused by
It all - Is one devastating

aspect of this marriage break-up.

It would be hard for any-

body to know how to handle such a
situation.

For Ginny, with

her soft and placid nature, it seems
impossible of solution.
"I have said to my friends,

it's like an albatross around my

neck.

A few days

later when

I

Ginny was even more distraught.

came by for a few hours,
She had been talking on the

phone to her good friend, Barbara Tanner.
the phone

I

When she got off

could see the tension more clearly.

to recognize the signs.

I

had learned

She chewed at her upper lip and her

face looked more mournful and still than usual.

She had not

heard from the two older boys in the past week.

Ordinarily

when they visited their father, Susan would send a note or

would call to inform Ginny when the boys would be returning.
This time there's been no communication.

phone number or address,
one track to another.

She does not have a

Frank's work still takes him from

The boys had gone to him in Detroit but

she knows they have since moved on to another track.

Where
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they are right now and
when they will return Is
unknown
to her,

Glnny is quietly being torn
to pieces.

A

suspicion

had been growing in her.
Judging from some recent conversations she'd had with Susan and
Frank. They had tentatively
asked her if she would give up
the two boys to them.

The

young woman Frank has married does
not wish to bear her own
children. She likes Jason and Robert.
Frank, too, likes

to show off his two handsome
youngsters and he is, in fair-

ness to him, genuinely very fond of them.

So now they have

begun to make overtures for total custody of
these boys.
At first Ginny could not believe they were
serious.

She of course vigorously objected to the idea.

Now she is

horrified at the thought that they might be pulling something on her, maybe they do not intend to bring the boys

back?

Perhaps, she wonders, this is why Frank had stopped

sending his weekly payment of $75.00?

Maybe he wants to

squeeze her financially and when she is debt-ridden and

overwhelmed, try to persuade her to give Jason and Robert up
to him?

She has been discussing all of these conjectures

with Barbara Tanner.

Barbara had been trying to calm her

down, telling her she will most likely hear from him soon.

Ginny wonders now if a recent action of her's has not
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preciptated some retaliation by Frank.

She explains.

Recently she had made an uncharacteristic
move.

She had

finally broken the silence around this
subject and had

written a long letter to Frank about the
distressing situation involving their youngest child.

told him that he has not acknowledged Mark
since he was born,
I said I thought he ought
to take Mark along when he takes the other
two
especially when it's difficult for me and I need
a rest from all the kids,
I wrote - and of course
I knew Susan would read the letter "the only
reason you don't admit it publicly is you are
afraid of what Susan and her family might say or
what they might think of you because of it." I
got no response.
I know her family are the kind
of people who have to save face and they worry
about how people think about them.
I

Mow Gin ny is wondering if, because of this letter,

Frank in anger may plan on hurting her.
him at all.

She feels at his mercy.

she can fight him in court,

She does not trust

She doesn't think

Recentlj' she has consulted a

lawyer, Andrew Mitchell, who represents poor clients in
this area.

Working privately and also through a Legal

Defense Committee, many women

In

similar situations to

Ginny's, seeking divorce or help in legal battles, have

turned to Andrew.

He informed her that with ex-husbands

who live out of state, it is almost impossible to sue for

back support or failure to live up to the divorce settlement.
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It costs a great deal of money,

distant states.

the hiring of lawyers in

It was Andrew who discovered how poorly

Ginny had been represented in the divorce suit and
does
not hold out much encouragement to her, either for en-

forcement or to change the $50.00 amount to the agreed-upon
Nor could he advise her what to do about visitation

$75*00,

rights or how to achieve peace of mind when the boys were

with their father,
S

o that

even when she ought to be feeling some

respite from caring for the children all on her own, with
two of them temporarily out of the home, Ginny cannot be
at ease.

She can never be sure that Frank won’t play some

strange game, especially if she dares make any demands to

protect herself and the children.
During these difficult days
or in brief visits with Ginny.

than

I

I

spoke often on the phone

Her dis tress was greater

had been allowed to see thus far.

She talked with me

as though arguing with herself:

She was supposed
If only I knew what was going on.
Then I heard that they would
to drive them back.
both drive the kids back. I think I told you that
Barbara and Glen Tanner told me not to let the boys
They had
But I had mixed feelings.
go with him?
come
could
they
told the kids last Christmas that
The boys have been excited about
out this summer.
They planned it, they talked about
it for months.
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it all the time, what they’d be doing
with their
father and Susan when they got out there, I
did
have a feeling that they might pull something
funny but I thought, "damned if I do and damned
if

don’t."

I

And I don’t think they want to have kids. Maybe
he s thinking,
Well, Ihave these two boys, why
should I have any more?" When he asked me for
custody I told him "No’" For years he's done his
thing, he just wasn’t around.
He wanted to play
his little game and I stood home with the kids.
Nov/ that he’s really away and can’t- see
them he
feels bad.
Well, he should have realized that a
long time ago,
Robert’s slow in reading, he’s
havinp- a hard time in school.
They can’t do that
kind of moving around with their father ...

After five nerve-wracking days, the call finally
came from Susan.
to the house.

car.

The next day the boys were brought back

Susan and Frank remained downstairs in the

Ginny never told either of them how upset and angry

all of this had made her.
v/ill be a

problem.

She knows that future visits

How she'll resolve it is not clear.

It would be easy for her to join Frank in using the boys

in a battle for money or custody.

She does not wish to

do this, but she also does not want to have such a week as

this one’s been for her.

Payments from Frank ceased.

Ginny

's

The bills kept mounting,

salary could not make a dent.

apply for State aid.

Ginny finally had to

She did not volunteer this information.

Knowing the state of affairs and concerned,

I

had continued
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to ask how She was
managing.

With some chagrin, she

told me that she was now
receiving aid from welfare.
She had been proud of
not having had to do this,
but there
was no alternative.
Now she was receiving
$90.00 a week

under the Aid to Families with
Dependent Children program.
She also received food
stamps.
Slowly she was beginning
to pay off debts,
I

know/

that often, under this program,
v;omen do not

find it financially worthwhile to
continue working.

Their

earnings are deducted from the amount
they would receive

from welfare.

However, Ginny claims baby-sitting expenses

and other expenses; therefore she comes
out a little ahead
by keeping her job.

Besides, it is very important to her

that she continue working.

When

I

had asked her what makes her feel good about

herself these days, she had been able to say, "Knowing I'm
able to cope, alone,
am doing it."

I

never thought

I

could do it, but

I

She is still coping, alone, albeit she has

had to turn to this outside source for help.

irresponsibility that has driven her to it.

It is Frank's

She is bitter

at the unfairness of it, that he is allowed to get away with

this and that society must support his children.

For her-
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self, she can and does feel proud
that she has maintained

this well-cared for apartment; that
she has paid off for the

appliances and the color TV purchased in
the past few years.
She has managed to maintain this
home for herself and the

three boys.

She does not feel depressed, as she
did much of

the time immediately following the divorce.
V/e

talked about the lack of companionship and the
lack

of men in her life.

''Sometimes I find myself wanting to get

involved with a man.

another hassle?

Do

Then
I

I

think,

'Oh,

no, do I need

really need that?'"

Like Maria and Fran, Ginny says she doesn't miss a

sexual relationship.

She implies that she has occasionally

slept with a man following the divorce.

Nothing has lasted.

Although she has yet to turn 30, men are not

a part of

her

life at this time.
The thing she most longs to do when she has free time
is

simply to rest.

She feels tired a lot of the time.

Being

on her feet for six hours daily, coming home and doing house-

hold chores, caring for three active boys, she is not eager
to seek out men.

says to me:

There is little energy left for that.

She
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feel most times that I will
never ret remarried.
I'll never find somebody that
I can
rearly care about. Sure, It's
lonesome at
tm.'.es.
Sometimes In the evening when the
kids
wl11 slt “era and there's no
I
one
1 flnd that the boys
can't fill every
P'
3 3 certain
for companionship
f*
h boys just can't need
that the
fill.
I

?

On a day in September when

I

visited Ginny, she was

distracted, not able to talk with me.

She sat at the kitchen

table, a manual portable typewriter in front
of her.

She

was laboriously typing out menus for Jackson’s
Restaurant.

-

This is something she's been doing lately to make
a little

extra money.

She is paid $5«00 for typing about 24 copies

of the daily menu.

She tells me the boys are playing outside.

Ginny looks warm and frazzled.
in curlers under a thin scarf.

Her hair, again, is

She tells me that Jason and

Robert had returned from their visit with Frank full of
stories about adventures with horses, about going out to

dinner often, about visiting zoos and amusement parks,

Frank

had also sent them home with suitcases full of new clothes
for school, about to open again.

This windfall is a mixed

blessing, in view of Mark's envy and confusion about these
gifts which so pointedly exclude him.
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It is apparent to me
that Cinny is anxious
to continue

her typing.

Yet she cannot tell me
so.

stooped her work.
it seemed, and

I

She could not assert her
own needs with me,

wondered if she could with
anybody.

it would be all right
if

»

the boys.

She had politely

I

went downstairs to see

Relieved, Ginny urged me to
do so.

stand that Ginny

's

asked,

I

I

can under-

politeness must affect her life
in an

adverse way at times.

Outside in the side yard a group
of children of varying
ages were playing with what looked
like hundreds of puppies.
Six year old Jason ran over when
he saw me and invited me
to pick up three little puppies
who were squirming in his

arms.

It seems that two dogs owned by a
neighbor had had

litters, eight in one, seven in the other.

I

could see that

this was a little boys’ paradise.

Under a tree Mark sat, picking up a soft mound
of a
P u PPy

>

throwing it in the air and trying to catch it.

There

was an older girl of about ten playing with the three

Pietrowski boys, as well as several smaller children between
the ages of six and ten,

I

thought.

Evidently news of these

litters had travelled throughout the neighborhood.
the dogs’

I

thought

owners must be terribly trusting, unless they did

not care if some of the pups’ lives
came to an early end.

The
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two bitches prowled around nervously,
trying to gather up

their babies, but the army of youngsters was
in control here.
The pups didn't have a chance,

A

ten year old boy tried to

persuade me to take a few of the puppies home.

He was worried

that they were all to be taken tomorrow to the
Humane Society

Robert came over and talked with me.

He told me he

had been begging his mother to let him have a dog but she refused.

He said he did have a German Shepherd at his father’s

house and he wished he could have one here, too,
I

watched as Mark scrambled under cars, over rocks,

around the sparse lawn, trying to grab the puppies as they
ran from him.
ap

An elderly woman came out of the ground floor

artment of the house next to Ginny's.

woman, speaking poor English.
a puppy or two.

Regretfully,

She was an Italian

She too asked if I would like
I

declined.

Later, back in Ginny's apartment, she had completed

her typing chore.

We drank iced tea.

The house was hot and

Ginny appears to have gained more weight.

close.

She

admits that she's been eating chocolate cake, candy, pies,

junk food at the restaurant.
a lot

of this stuff.

shaken her.
I

When she is nervous she eats

The recent upset over the boys has

Her face on this day looks flushed and bloated.

know that Ginny is very concerned about her looks
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and figure.

It is hard for her to take off
weight right now.

At times, she says, she can be
very motivated and lose thirty

or forty pounds in a few months.

Problems with obesity are

endemic in this community among working-class
women.

Many of

them in groups or being seen individually
at the clinic belong
to Weight-Watchers and other such groups.

Along with alcohol

and tranquilizers, food seems to be a palliative
high on the
list.

With his brothers back at home, Mark seems much less

troublesome to his mother.
for him to Robert.

She relegates responsibility

Robert came into the kitchen from out-

doors and his mother tells him to go to the corner store and

buy a few things,

I

offer to drive him the half-block, as

think Iwould enjoy talking to the youngster.

He is delighted.

Robert is a shy, engaging kind of child with his serious
gaze and grov/n-up air.

Although

I

know he is having a lot

of trouble in school, unable to read at age eight, he is

certainly articulate.

He talks to me of "Jiggers," a horse

his father had let him ride.

I

He wants to be a jockey w hen

he grow up, he says.

When we returned from the store, Robert settled himself down at the table with a large game book of crossword
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puzzles, pictures to complete
and word K ames.

He is glad

to have found another adult,
besides his mother, who might

and

P 1 ay

with him,

I

watch as he laboriously connects

dots in the puzzle, producing
a picture of an elephant with
its legs up in the air.

He needed a lot of help, not able

to follow the sequence of numbers.

Later, when the children went into
the living room to

watch a television program, Ginny spoke more
about her worries
around Robert.

In kindergarten he wrote using both left
and

right hands and has continued to have trouble with
writing
and reading.

.that

class was large, the teacher could not

help him much,
Ginny feels that being the eldest child, Robert was

aware of the family crisis erupting around him.

In school the

teacher said he told big whoppers, like the story about

a trip

he had taken with his father to hunt big game in Africa.

Ginny could visibly see the child suffering, missing his
father, constantly asking, "When will Dad come back and live

with us?"

She believes Jason was less affected.

Of course

Mark was not born at the time the marriage ended.
After their most recent visit to Frank inMichlgan,
Ginny noticed a lot of hostility towards her coming from Robert.
He has been much less cooperative recently, questions her
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requests, refuses to help out with
his younger brothers.
He has talked more often, too,
of wishing to live with his

father permanently.

This is grievious to Ginny.

She be-

lieves Susan and Frank are trying to
"brain-wash" the child,

thinking that if they promise enough and stir
him up enough,
he will pressure his mother to let him
live with them for

good
She thinks she understands what is going on, yet feels

overwhelmed with the situation.

She knows she is giving the

children as much as she possibly can, now.

She cannot compete

with the free spending^the exciting life the boys can have
with their father, living around race tracks all over the
country.

At this point the pressure seems limited to Robert.

She fears they will move on to Jason.

Sometimes Ginny will wilt and think, momentarily:
"Oh, God, I can't keep on fighting them!

two oldest.

I'll have the little one.

peace then,"

Let them take the

Maybe

I

can be at

But these are passing thoughts only.

She is

determined to fight Frank in this latest assault on her.
She continues to talk to me about her worries for eight year

old Robert.

He is now in a special class in third grade.

V/hen my

visits to Ginny were becoming more sporadic, in
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January of the following year,
one day at my home.

I

received a call from her

She had never called me there before,

nor had she called me at the office.

She was upset.

She

felt she had to do something about Robert’s
troubles.

He

had been having nightmares, he was doing very
poorly in
school.

She had talked with school personnel. They were

not moving fast enough for her.

They spoke of doing some

psychological testing but weeks had gone by and nothing had
been done.

Could

I

help?

She was sure his school work was

suffering because of emotional problems.

He missed his

father, talked about him constantly, was angry with her,

fought with her.

That was unusual behavior for the boy.

Also, she said, his father had not called or written
to the boys in months.
it.

She thought this had a lot to do with

Ginny’s insight about this impressed me.

to her that she call the clinic.

I

recommended

An appointment would be

made with another therapist to see her and Robert.
I

know that Ginny followed up on this and is currently

receiving help.

Robert has weekly visits for play therapy,

enjoys his activity with the male therapist very much and

Ginny feels there’s been some slight change so far.

The

school is more actively involved now, also, in providing help
for Robert.

He is in a special reading program there.
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Robert seems to be a casualty of this
divorce.

He

perhaps would have had similar or different
problems if
the marriage continued.

Ginny’s perception about the probable

source for emotional problems is accurate,

I

feel.

There is

also much in the way she treats the children which
might
be factors as well.

Robert is made to assume a very heavy

responsibility in the home, having to act much older than his
eight years.

In effect he is now the "man" in the bouse.

Jason, the middle child, seems to be faring better.
But even here

I

would see Ginny's un-evenhanded administration

of justice doing this child a disservice.

If it were a

question of a conflict between him and Mark, inevitably

would be he who had to give in.

That would happen even when

clearly Mark was the obstreperous one.
these resentments

I

it

What Jason did with

am not sure.

Ginny often said that the hardest thing for her in
the whole trauma of the divorce and adjustment afterwards
v/

as the reaction of the boys.

They have now stopped asking,

"When is Dad coming back," but a new refrain has commenced:
"Why can’t we go and live with Dad?"

Jason and Robert must

be in a state of anxiety a good deal of the time.

Their

father seems to foster a change which might never occur.
The older boys were usually quiet when Mark entered
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the picture.

personalities.

His charisma overshadowed their
more quiet

Ginny encourages Mark’s bravura.

On this

day, when Ginny told Robert to go
downstairs and bring Mark
up here, this child came running
into the house creating a

whirlwind of activity where things had been
calm before.
Robert brought up the rear and said to his
mother, "Mommy,

Mark dumped cereal all over the puppies’"

and Mark jumped

up and down in glee as he described his
adventure with the

pups.

Robert might have thought - or hoped

brother would be censured.

-

that his little

Ginny smiled at Mark and said,

"Oh, Mark, you shouldn't do that,"

Jason came up next and, seeing Mark the center of
our attention, evidently decided to join rather than to
compete.

talks."

He said to Mark:

"Show Jeannette how the Fonz

Mark threw his shoulders back, put on a disdainful

smirk, pointed his thumbs in the air and said, "Move over!

Here comes the Fonz!"

We all laughed.

He was irresistible

with his baby lisp.

Looking at the attractive three year old,
a recent night

when

I

had slept over here.

I

remembered

As usual, Ginny

gave me some sheets, a blanket and a pillow for use on the

living room sofa.

The hum of the aerator and electrical

hook-up for the fish tank kept up a soothing murmur all night.
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Water circulated softly.
before 6:00 a. m.

I

The rin*ln K alarm clock woke
me

oou i d hear Glnny shusshlng
the boys>

telling them to be quiet as they
dressed.

I

knew they were

getting ready to go across the
street to Mrs. Fisher's.
As I lay there, trying to
distinguish the various sounds,

little Mark came into the living
room and snuggled his warm,

fresh-smelling body close to mine.
seductive child.

Now

I

I

had known he was a most

could see how appealing it must be

for his mother to have him Join her in
bed each night.

He

put his small arms around my neck and lay
quietly by my side,

hardly breathing, afraid
no danger of that.

I

would send him away*

His presence was a delight.

There was
But all too

soon he tired of this, his energy this early in the morning

already high.

He jumped up and was gone.

It was a nice way

to start the day.

The sounds ceased,

When

I

got out of bed around 7:00

o’clock, the house was empty and very quiet.

Ginny,

I

knew,

would have been picked up by a neighbor who worked in a Brackton factory.

He would drop her off at the restaurant.

After washing up on this morning,

I

opened the re-

frigerator, thinking there might be some orange juice or an
orange.

There was nothing in the refrigerator at all, except

in one vegetable bin, three half-rotted onions and on the
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shelf of the door a jar with
some grape jelly in It.
I knew that In
recent months things had been
hard,
financially, for Ginny. Yet,
I also knew that she
had
continued to buy tropical fish,
sometimes at a cost of
$15.00 or $20.00 apiece.

The empty refrigerator, then,
had

less to do with absolute
poverty than with something else.

What?

The fact that without a
husband in the house meals

can be hit or miss?

Somehow the empty refrigerator symbolized,
for me,
an emptiness in the home, something
less than a full life

going on, with a whole family sitting down
at the table in
the evening for the supper meal.

I

knew that Ginny was

doing a fine job of keeping her family together.
a

Obviously,

well-stocked larder was not one of the things that

mattered most to her.

But, looking at the inhospitable

emptiness of the refrigerator was chilling to me.

As I was

growing up, and in my own home today, the cooking of food,
sitting around a table eating with those closest and dearest,
v/as

I

and continues to be one of the great pleasures.

And also,

couldn’t help wondering if there has been little money

lately with which to buy food.

When

I

next saw Ginny

condition again.

I

inquired about her financial

She said she did have to take out a loan
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from the bank.

Her credit continued good.

Gihny told me, shortly after she had succumbed
and

had applied for welfare aid, that she had
thought seriously
about applying a different kind of pressure
on Frank to

produce the money he owed her.

She knew that last year,

w hen he had come to this area to race,
he had been called

before a local Grand Jury which had convened to investigate
horse race fixing.

The Grand Jury was about to go into

session again and Ginny was thinking of going before them
and telling what she knew of Frank’s activities,
knows that she knows a great deal about him.

Frank

She wonders

if she ought to let her lawyer inform Frank of this immi-

nent possibility and see if that won’t start the money

flowing again.
As this subject came up again and again, I could see

that it was simply not in Ginny

’s

nature to do this.

in fact, she never acted on this notion.

No matter how badly

Frank might treat her she will eventually try to put
face on it.

When at times

I

And,

a good

tried to seek out her feelings

about the rights of women, how women fare in this country and
on the general subject of women's liberation, she shows little

interest.

She knows how she herself has been used unfairly

by Frank but she does not generalize her experience or connect

395

herself in any way with issues of the
women's movement.
Like at least two of the other women in
this study, she

speaks of this phenomenom in a stereotyped way.

She says

she would never want to be one of those
women who try to
ac

u

like a man, who want to do a man's job.

Like the

others, she will say, "Of course women should earn the
same thing- for the same job as a man."

Nonetheless,

I

knew that Ginny had moved some distance

from her mother's values, for instance.

tolerance of people being allowed
they choose.
I

to,

She speaks with

live in any fashion

She claims to have few prejudices and, indeed,

was not aware of any.

I

don't think one woulf ever find

Ginny marching for the rights of women.

did see that she

I

was moving, slightly, from simple expressions of anger against

Frank, for example, to thinking that she might actually do

something.

She w as beginning to have stronger feelings that

she was a human being and ought not be pushed around as he

had been doing.

Perhaps having a rare opportunity to talk

about her life in this way was putting it in a perspective
that allowed her to see things differently.
As the Fall and V/inter approached, Frank once more was

in letter contact with Jason and Robert.

He would send a

picture postcard from Hialeah, Florida or from South Carolina
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or Kentucky.

When he did come up to this area,
he took the

boys for a week-end and returned
them on schedule.

Ginny

did not speak to him about his
failure to send weekly payments.

She has riven up on that.

Recently Ginny has asked the boys again,
"Do you
still want to go and live with your
father?"

She looks

pleased a3 she tells me, "Jason just sat there
and his eyes
got big and he said,

'You mean we won't see you any more?

We won't live here?’

come and see you.'
said,

And Robert said,

'Well, Mommy, we >11

But then he changed his mind and he

'No, we'll visit Daddy,'"

How very con! uslnr the world must be to these youngsters

when the adults around them do not make such decisions firmly
and finally.

But how happy their responses have made Ginny.

In February

Ginny in some weeks
for the lunch hour.

stopped by at Jackson's, not having seen

I

On this day it was crowded, as usual,

,

It is a steamy, not very attractive

workinr-class restaurant,
bored and indifferent.
look that

I

Ginny, behind the counter, looks

Her face has its public, closed-off

have come to recognize.

woman and have learned

hov;

Nov;

that

I

know this

her face can light up with animation
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when she talks about the boys, about
the fish or about a book
that she's just finished reading,
I narvel again at how well
she hides behind this mask.
She walks slowly as she sets out
a plate of bacon and

eggs in front of a customer, then
as slowly turns and
c1ust

walks up to the short-order cook at the
grille, to whom she
speaks for a moment.

As she faces round again she sees me.

A slight change takes place.

hei

lips turn up slightly.

A light

comes into her eyes and

She does not show surprise or

look particularly happy at seeing me, but

I

know she is pleased

nonetheless
Right at this moment she cannot come over and talk
00 me but nods her head.

Soon she walks over and says, "I'll

be right back, don't go away."

Now

I

see her talking lightly

with a male customer who says something that makes her laugh.
She seems to know him well and she smiles at this man who is

wearing

a heavy

plaid jacket and a denim cap.

When he leaves

her face falls again, becomes noncomittal.
I

notice that Ginny has grown heavier.

seems to bind her arms and thighs more closely.

square, sauat.
on this day.
1

Her uniform
She looks

Her hair is lighter, whiter and more bouffant
Her skin lacks vibrancy.

feel a lot of compassion for her.

She looks very tired.
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Qinny walks over and speaks to
me, more warmth In her
voice than is usual for her.
"Why don't you come by and sleep
over soon? I haven't seen you in
a long time."
She tells
tie

in a low voice that Robert is
doing better, really enjoys

his visits to the clinic; that she
herself liked talking
to the woman therapist she saw twice.

She says there are

a lot of things she'd like to talk
with me about,
I

promise that I'll try to stop off soon.

To all

intents and purposes our visits will come to an end
shortly.
Yet It seems a pity.
I

think that

I

Now that the interviews are about over,

am just beginning to know Ginny.

If I could

start at this point, having known Ginny for almost a year
now, it would really be fruitful.

Or perhaps not.

Maybe

she has let her guard down as much as she can.
I

was glad that in one of our last talks she told me

that, yes, she did have a particular dream.

Sometimes she

thought that maybe she'd like to go to law school.

It seems

foolish to think of it, how could she ever do that, but
that’s what she would really love to do.

about the

lav;

There is so much

that ought to be changed, she says.

She has

seen how the law has protected her ex-husband and hurt her.

Women should be lawyers, she now believes.

They would under-

stand what other women have to face, especially when it comes
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to getting a divorce and all
that.

She hasn’t got much

respect for the men she’s seen in
high office,

As the

election approached, she had told me
she’d probably vote for
Jimmy Carter.
She’s never trusted the Republicans.
"They
look out for the rich, they don't
care about the poor."

Ginny does think about the world.

She rarely talks

with anyone about what she thinks or reads.

She uses only

a small part of her total being in her
daily contacts.

The richer, more complex part is reserved for
her private

world.

I

was grateful that she had begun to share a small

bit of that world with me.
Ginny is a somnolent woman, but she is changing.

Perhaps this unawakened, sleeping v/oman may some day

surprise the people who know her.

She doesn't stop thinking:

she ponders the strangeness of the world and what can happen

to people.

She hasn’t made much sense of it yet.

She remembers, just out of high school, looking around

and seeing the terrible things that could happen to people
in their lives and she thought then:

Boy, I'm never going to let things
like that
happen to me
I guess I thought I was
excluded from hardships or bad things happening.
But Boy l
Did I find out different!
I used
to believe this "and then they were married
and
lived happily afterward" business. Well,
you
find out that things don’t work out that way.
That was a dream of growing up and finding someone
and having children and living a happy life forever afterward. There were no divorces, there
were no financial hardships, there were no problems.
Things were just going to work out fine. Well,
that's just a big dream.
.

CHAPTER

VII

JOANNE BRAUN

Joanne is the youngest woman in this study.
was 25 at the time

July of 1975.

I

I

She

first started to interview her in

continued to have some contact with her

through February of 1977, sometimes not seeing her for
many weeks.

Altogether,

I

spent about 3^ hours with her,

her five year old daughter, Denise, and friends of her's.

•

Mary , owner of the Polish bakery around the corner from

Joanne's house, gave me her name.
It was easy to engage with Joanne.

The difficulty

for me, from the start, was how to disengage myself.

The

eagerness and enthusiasm with which she sought to cooperate

with me was a little surprising.
phone, explaining briefly what

I

V/

hen

I

called her on the

wished from her, she said,

"Oh, yes, I would like to make myself available."

second interview when

I

On our

asked her how come she was being so

cooperative, she answered:
I think
figured it will be an experience.
exdifferent
many
as
have
to
it's important
disappointed
periences as I can. I'll be very
I've already told a lot
if I’m not included.
I
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of my friends about what you'e
doing and
they think it*s neat. They'd like to
talk
to you, too.

This quick involvement,

Joanne's personality.

after talking with her
to include her.

shadings.

I

learned, was congruent with

But, to go back to our first visit:
I

had serious doubts about whether

She did fit the criteria, with some gray

She had lived her whole 25 years here in
Franklin,

her parents, both of whom are Polish-Americans
were also
,

born in Franklin and raised their family of one son and four
daughters in this very neighborhood where Joanne still lived.
Her mother and father, Mr. and Mrs. Czapulski, live about
two blocks away from Joanne.

Both sets of grandparents

had emigrated to this area from Polandin the early part of
the century,

Joanne's father had worked first in the cotton mills
in Franklin and eventually ended his work years at the GE

plant in Ridgefield,

Over the years, through diligence and

skill, he became a draftsman.

He moved out of the ranks of

machine operators and earned a fairly steady and good income
as draftsman.

Joanne's mother was a registered nurse and

worked for many years in the Franklin Hospital before it
closed down,

V/ith

their combined incomes and careful savings

they were able to buy a two-family house, in which they still
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live.

They also were able and wished to give
their five

children more education than working-class
children usually
ret in this town.

Two of Joanne’s older sisters earned

undergraduate degrees.

Joanne herself went to the state

college in Brackton for one semester.

Although the standard of living of this family was a

comfortable one, nonetheless from talking with Joanne

I

felt that the values, outlook on life, way of living, still

qualified this young woman for inclusion here.

Some of the

children in this family, through education and contact with

another milieu, might well move solidly into the middle-class.
As of now

I

thought that Joanne represented that borderline

person adopting new values but still very much in the wageearning class about which I'm writing.
This ambiguity alone was not what made me have mis-

givings.

Joanne w as simply too eager.

her desire to be included.

And

I

She enveloped me with

was not drawn to her, as

I

would be to at least two of the other women

I

was soon to

Nonetheless, after the second visit,

I

decided to con-

meet.

tinue with her,
I

I

will explain my reasons soon,

knew from my first phone call that she had been

married to Philip Braun, a German- American, and that they
had been divorced for the past two and a half years.

As I

drove toward Joanne's apartment for
our first meeting,

had a sense of deja vue.

I

These very neat streets with

their small, well-cared for homes and
yards gave me the

feeling of being back in the "nicer"
parts of Worcester's

blue-collar neighborhoods about thirty years
ago.

Her

apartment was in a large, long wooden two-story
building,
the only one of its kind on this block.
a

Joanne lives about

three-minute walk away from the small downtown shopping

area of rranklin.

Most of the people living in this neigh-

borhood are Polish-Americans
around the corner.

.

The Polish Hall is just

Shops selling kielbasi and other Polish

sausages and cuts of meat are close by, as is the Polish

bakery I've mentioned and St. Stanislaus' church which many
of these residents attend.

Flights of wooden stairs lead to Joanne's second-floor

apartment.
before.

I

She greeted me casually, as though we had met

sensed it was an act, she was trying to be "cool."

Joanne started talking very fast, immediately, before

I

could take off my jacket and sit down in the small kitchen
at the square table.

Joanne is about

5’

1" in height,

short and dumpy.

walks with her arms held in close to her body, as though

trying to hide her small breasts. Her round face with its

She
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pointed chin, has

a

petulant look, like a little child's.

Thin lips and a sharply pointed nose add to a look of wariness on her lace.

She wears her light brown hair short.

Her

welcoming words are warm and inviting but her look of suspiciousness belie those words.

On this warm July day she

is wearing pale blue cut-off denim pants and a dark blue T

shirt.

Her thighs in the tight shorts look heavy.
My initial visit was brief.

After explaining what

I

wished to do and receiving nothing but affirmation and excessive praise and encouragement from this young woman,

told her

I

would have to consider whether her family back-

ground and circumstances actually fit the criteria
up.

I

She looked so crestfallen at this that

Leaving her,

I

I

I

had set

was amazed.

already felt an unusual pressure and w ondered

how that had happened so fast.

If I did not include her,

my sense was that she would feel terribly rejected.

Learning more about her early years and the life of
her family on my next visit,

I

had fewer qualms as to that

aspect of whether to include her,

I

still continued to be

put off by her manner, her open expressions being at such

variance with her aspect of mistrust.

Nonetheless,

I

decided to go forward with Joanne, recognizing at the same
time that she was subtly pressuring me to do so.

I

thought

JJ06

it might be worthwhile to work
with a woman for whom

not have very positive feelings.

objective?

Perhaps

I

I

did

could be more

She also represented, clearly, those
marginal

people who were moving out of the working-class,
were adopting styles and ways of living that were
more of the middleclass.

I

wished to see what

On the second visit
is a cuter,

I

might learn from that.

I

met her daughter, Denise.

She

smaller version of her mother: the petulant

look, china-doll blue eyes, pale blond hair, pointed
nose

and chin similar but more endearing than in Joanne.

On this

visit it was apparent that Denise would have to be stage

center for as long as she chose,

Joanne answered each of

her questions with undue length, tried to be endlessly

patient with her.

Underneath

I

saw a lot of antagonism

toward the child as her mother gritted her teeth and allowed
Denise to coopt her entire attention.

Eventually Denise

tired of this and went into the living room to watch television.
As it would develop with the three other women, it was

in Joanne’s kitchen that most of our talks were held.
is a small, bright and clean room,

conscientious housekeeper

.

counters, stove or table,

This

Joanne is obviously a

Not an extra item sat on the
A

matched pair of salt and pepper

shakers are set in the back of the stove.

Two-tiered organdy

curtains frame the glass door and the one
window in this room.
The apartment is small but appears
adequate for the

needs of these two: a tiny bedroom for Denise,
a slightly

larger one for her mother.
12’

adjoins the kitchen.

A living room of perhaps 10*

x

In Denise's room there are many

toys and games stacked on the bureau, as well
as books, crayons,

magic markers.

I

noticed in my visits that while Denise

watched a certain amount of television, her mother provided
her with a variety of alternatives,

Denise seemed well able

to amuse herself with drawing, playing with dolls, games with

friends who came into the house, once she had claimed enough
of her mother's attention to satisfy her.
It was in the early Spring of 1976 that our contacts

began on a more regular basis.

One day in March when

I

arrived, Denise was playing in front of the building with
two other children.

Walking up the v/ooden .stairs

I

saw that

the clothes lines on each floor were laden with hanging w ash.

This is something

I

rarely see in my own neighborhood, clothes-

lines a thing of the past, regrettably,

Joanne was not as nervous by
to please by figuring out what

I

nov;,

not quite as eager

wanted to see and hear.

With Denise downstairs riding her tricycle, we were able to
talk for some hours.

Occasionally Denise ran in for something.
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learned that Joanne was born eight years after
the

birth of Sally, the next older sister.
a

change of life" baby.

when she arrived.

Her mother was 42, her father 43

The oldest child in the family, John, is

13 years older than Joanne.
a very

Joanne calls herself

He had been sent from home as

young boy to attend a Catholic seminary.

As she grew

up, Joanne saw him rarely as he was not allowed to leave the

seminary very often.

Evidently he hated the idea of becom-

ing a priest for recently the family has learned that he has

been secretly married.

He had evidently left the priesthood

without informing his parents.
rarely visits his family.

He now has

a

young son but

About John, his sister says to me:

"My mother's such a religious fanatic, she figured having a

priest in the family would be her passport to heaven,"
In addition to Sallv
and John,9 there are two other
^

sisters who do not live close by.

Sally lives in Brackton,

Joanne and she are in frequent contact, although when they
were growing up, Joanne says they were not close.

Joanne cannot stand her mother, yet appears very de-

pendent still on both parents.

As she grew up she saw her

mother seldom, as Mrs. Czapulski worked nights as a nurse
and slept during the day.

today.

She recalls:

Joanne is bitter about this, even

remember in sixth grade when I was ten
years
i started my menstrual
periods and I couldn’t
even get into the house because it
was locked up.
I went to one of the
neighbors because my mother
was sleeping,
I didn't know what was
going on
and she didn’t explain anything to me,
ever.
It
v/as all dirt to her.
I had to find everything
out from my sisters.
I

old,

To get attention from her mother Joanne
would pretend
to be sick.

She once faked an appendicitis attack.

Her

mother insisted she attend the parochial school as her
mother

believed that "the pregnancy rate for girls there would be
lower than in public school,"

However, today Joanne sends

her own daughter to that same school, giving a different
reason.

She says, "I think it’s good for her to have a base,

as far as religion goes. But if she's displeased I’d let

her go to the public school."
Religion, Joanne tells me now, is still very much in

her life.

Despite her anger at her mother's strictness

around this issue, she says she goes to Mass most Sundays.
Yet,

later in these Interviews she contradicted herself and

told me she had not been to church in five years.

initial interviews

I

In the

believe Joanne was feeling me out,

trying to figure out my values and what would please me to
hear.

I

am now inclined to believe the latter statement,

judging fromwhat

I

was to see in the home for myself.

Joanne believes her parents still treat her
as though
she were sixteen years old.
if she has gone to church.

They call her each week to see
They intrude on her life.

mother is the worse offender in this.
a date,

Her

If she does go out on

her mother insists on knowing with whom and where

she is going.
to see ix
As

They will call the sitter up, after she leaves,

the sitter know with whom she has gone out.
I

have seen with many women who come to the clinic,

this intrusive behavior often ends when the adult child, is

ready for that to happen.

It is

a two-way street.

case it became apparent to me that Joanne could not

In this
-

or would

not - herself cut the tie,

Joanne started dating early, around thirteen years of
age, even though it was all done behind her parents' backs.

When she was fifteen she met Philip who was then eighteen.
They dated throughout her high school years and began sleeping

together shortly after meeting,

Joanne says she felt guilty

about this but it was something most of her girl friends were

doing

- at

least so she believed - and she also worried that

Philip would stop going with her if she refused.

During her high school years, Joanne worked during
the summer months:

and baby-sitter.

check-out girl in a supermarket, waitress
As soon as she graduated from high school,
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she and Philip decided to get married.

Philip had gone

away to Boston University, lasted a
year there and returned
to go to the local community college.

Joanne's reason for

getting married was to get out of the strict
atmosphere of
her home.

She says she wanted to be independent,
yet seemed

to have switched from dependency on her
parents to being

dependent on Philip.
She admits that she was like a "spoiled baby"; that

she didn’t know how to do anything, constantly turned to her
parents for financial help when
meet.

they,

could not make ends

Her parents continued to be a crutch for her, even

after the marriage.

The young couple even lived upstairs

in the apartment owned by the elder couple.

Her marriage with Philip lasted only two and a half
years.
much.

She thinks she allowed her parents to interfere too

Philip became disgusted with that.

out with

his.

He began to hang

old friends, stopping off after work to have

beers with them.

During this time he worked at a number of

local factories, getting training as a machinist.

Joanne and Philip fought constantly in their brief
They never talked things out, just screamed at

marriage.
each other.

comfort.

Joanne would run downstairs to her father for

She cried a lot, felt very unhappy, wondered why in

the world she had ever gotten
married.

girl friends from high school.
kept house.

She lost contact with

Philip criticized the way she

He was irritated by the way she
clung to him,

hardly allowing him out of her sight.

She made an attempt,

during this period, to continue with her
education and enrolled in the four year state college nearby.

She could not

maintain interest in it, however, and quit after
one semester.
She worked at a number of jobs during this period:
switch-

board operator again, dental assistant, waitress.
i

As we talked on this day,
I

it was around *1:00 p. m. when

suddenly heard sounds from the living room.

Denise was outside, playing.

Joanne, she seemed flustered.
tell you and

I

is going on.

When

I

I

knew that

looked inquiringly at

She said, "I didn't want to

don't want you to think anything peculiar
But that's Philip in there.

He's been sleeping

over lately because his wife kicked him out of their house."

Joanne then told me that following the divorce she
and Philip have continued a relationship, not sexual but

friendly.
is not

He eventually remarried but this second marriage

working out, either.

He uses Joanne as a confidant,

coming over to see her and complain about his new wife.

Joanne is happy to lend an ear and now she has lent a bed.
She asked if

I

would like to talk with him, too, and

I

said

,
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"Why not?"

Joanne left the kitchen and
to someone in the living room*

I

could hear her talking

Soon, a dark-haired, thin-

faced man who looked around thirty years old, emerged from
that room.

His hair was long, uncombed, several days’ growth

of beard on his face.

He tucked a short-sleeved cotton plaid

shirt into tan corduroy pants as he walked into the kitchen.

Joanne offered him a cup of tea and without signs of discomfort he sat down and talked with us at the table.
ed at ease in this home.

VJhen

He appear-

Denise came in on several

occasions she ran right by him and he did not attempt to stop
her

.

As Philip was the only ex-husband

I

w as able to inter-

view, it seems of interest to give some of his side of the

picture here.

He agreed with Joanne that in— lav/ problems

were a big part of the reason for the break-up.
that Joanne was "too possessive,"

not let him out of her sight.

He felt

By that he meant she would

He had just been out of high

school for a few years, he liked to stop off at Patrick’s
or some other place in town for a drink.

A lot of his

friends

hung out at these bars.
him about
Joanne hated this and fought constantly with
it.

She wished he would give up his friends.

That was very
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hard on him.

Now Joanne agrees, yes, that was wrong, she

should not have made him do that.

But, and she is almost

ready to argue now, didn’t she give up her girl friends?
Philip says, "I felt so trapped.

I

wanted to be

able to go to Boston sometimes and see the Red Sox.

wouldn’t let me do that

"

...

Joanne replies, "Yes,
I

She

I

guess

wanted to be with him all the time.

I

was very insecure.
I

couldn’t go to

sleep at night until he was right next to me.

I

even cried

on my honeymoon."

I

wanted to

Why?

"Well,

be there, married, and yet

I

I

wasn't sure

knew it was better than being

at home."

Philip thinks Joanne has changed a lot for the better
He likes having a relationship with her

since the divorce.

now but is very glad not to be married to her.

He likes

talking with her now, but during their marriage they could
never talk together.

stand that there

His new wife, of course, doesn't under-

is no sex involved here,

that it’s platonic.

He admits that if it were the other way around he might

not understand it, either.

He realizes he holds Joanne up

as a model to his second wife, saying things like:

"Hey,

Joanne just got this good job, why don't you go out and find
a job,

too?"

He says now,

"I guess I married Sally because

4l6
I

felt, more closely resembled that of the less-constrained

middle-class women.
other

v/ornen

The fact that she was younger than the

and had been In college for a while may have

accounted for some of this.

From talking with her,

I

knew

that Joanne strained to be "liberated," a new kind of woman.
At this point Philip works as a machinist in a metal

trades factory in Brackton,

Some of his salary is automatical-

ly turned over to the welfare department who provide support

to Joanne and Denise under the Aid to Families with D ependent

Children program.
this point.

Philip is very much in Denise’s life at

He comes over regularly on Sundays and takes his

daughter out with him, stops by during the week at odd moments

because he likes being around here.

He does an occasional

repair job for Joanne in the aparment.

He says that when

they were married he helped her a lot with household chores,
in fact much more than he thought was warranted.

He had not

been brought up that way, his mother had not expected that
of him and he resented Joanne's insistence that he help.

Today

I

was impressed with the way this young couple

talked together and with me.

changing ways of living.
regularly.

Clearly they are affected by

Both of them watch television

They speak with ease about pre— marital sex, about

she's the opposite of Joanne.

Joanne is a little too

out-going sometimes and Sally's quiet.
I

want more, but she's too passive.

She lets me do what

She lets me pet

av/ay

with a lot."
Philip is confusing.

He left Joanne because she

would not let him do what he wished; now he says he does not
like his second wife to let him get away with a lot.
is

It

true that there seems to be a lot of confusion in the

minds of the young and even older blue-collar men whom we
see in the clinic about what their girl friends and wives

want.

All of the rules seem to be changing and it's hard

for either sex to figure it out.

Now it is fascinating to both Joanne and Philip that

without the marriage bond they can once again be friends.
As I listen to them today it seems that they do like each

other, feel comfortable together.

Now they have no expecta-

tions of getting anything from one another and can therefore
be available without fear.

Philip says, "I really look

Joanne.
forward to coming over here on Mondays and talking to
the reAt least at this point in our interviews,

quite unlike
lationship Joanne had with her ex-husband was
study with their
that had by the other three women in the

former mates.

I

being
could not imagine Fran, Ginny or Maria

able to do what Joanne was doing here.

Joanne's behavior,

homosexuality, about "the pill," about their feelings toward
one another*

The reticense and reserve

I

usually found in

other working-class homes, particularly around the subject
of sex, was not apparent here*

Both of them seemed eager to

tell me everything, interpreting and judging in ways similar
to what I’d often hear in middle-class homes*

Both Joanne and Philip feel they must be tolerant of
a

wide variety of behaviors.

They both wish to be as differ-

ent from their parents as they possibly can be.

They try to

understand what went wrong in their marriage and enjoy going
over these things endlessly with one another.
are a little older now.

Of course they

They were very young when they were

married.
Philip talks of his feelings for his daughter.

He

realizes that if Joanne remarries, her husband may well adopt
Denise, in which case he won’t have much to say about her
life as she grows up.

If Joanne does not remarry, he expects

to be Involved in Denise’s life, worried "just like any

other father" about her future.

He hopes she is not too "sexy

not too good-looking.
deJoanne interjects here, "He doesn’t want her to

velop breasts until she’s eighteen (Ha, Ha’).

after me, she’ll be pretty safe."

If she takes

And then Joanne admits

that being small-breased was no protection against early

sexual experience.
This young couple mused about how they might feel

when Denise reaches adolescence.

They both agreed that

fifteen (the age at which Joanne began her sexual activity
with the opposite sex) was too young.

They both hoped

she wouldhold out longer, say until she is a senior in high

school.

Philip thinks that’s "healthy."

has "the good sense to restrict herself."

Joanne hopes she
It seems that

their early sexual experimentation has not made either of
them feel good about themselves.
They both thought she ought to be on the pill by the

time she was seventeen.

In view of Joanne's early marriage,

it was interesting to me to hear the following from her:

would hope that she wouldn't want to settle
down and get married before finishing college,
because if she had the ability I would certainI
ly want her to make something of herself.
would like her to be an All-American cheer leader,
I don't want her to get
if you know what I mean.
married just to get off my back. If she wants to
live with a man until she's 26 years old and I
don't baby her and she's self— sul f icient fine.
house.
But I don't want to ever push her out of the
I

,

Philip adds:
I think that's definitely
Yeah, that's right.
of
what happened to us. We both got pushed out
mother
my
with
We couldn't get along
the house.
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and with Joanne's parents. My mother
pushed at me not to get married. The
more she pushed the more we wanted to
do

it

Joanne concludes this interchange:
each other then.

It was puppy

love.

"But we did love

It was,

like, not

practicaly, you know."
Soon, finishing a second cup of tea, Philip went

into tne small bathroom, washed up, combed his hair and
left the house.

It was all very amiable.

Therefore it was all the more surprising to hear,
i

about a month later, a long string of complaints against

Philip when

I

saw Joanne one day.

money to the welfare office.

He had ceased sending

They were pursuing him but

he was moving often from place to place.

know where he was sleeping or living.

Nobody seemed to

Joanne had heard

that Sally had refused to allow him back in the house.

had lost his job.

Joanne has not seen him in weeks.

angry that he has not contacted Denise.

He

She is

The child is con-

fushed, wondering If she has done something to keep her father
away.

Joanne feels the pressure from Denise who, missing

her father deeply, whines and pushes at her mother more than
usual.

Joanne's former sympathy for Philip Is gone.

are no longer accepting words.

There

She is very angry with Philip.

In the months following
this, Joanne and Philip

never returned to this earlier
spirit of good fellowship.
Philip deteriorated, I was told,
drinking more and more
heavily.

In fact, Joanne felt he was
alcoholic.

far as she knew, he never sought help.
a job,

Yet, so

He could not find

she understood, both because of his
demoralized

condition and because of the scarcity of jobs
here.

On an early evening in the middle of April,
1976

,

1

I

came to have supper with Joanne and Denise,

of catching up to do.

I

had a lot

Joanne had been very busy for the

previous period of time,

I

knew that since September of

1975 she had been taking a course to prepare herself for
a job as medical assistant.

This course was given at a

vocational high school in Brackton.

The week before,

I

had

stopped by at this school, McLaren's Vocational High, to
sit in on her class,
I

could see that Joanne drew much gratification

from my visit to her class.

She introduced me to Mrs.

Painter, the nurse who taught microbiology, anatomy and

phsiology.

She told Mrs. Painter who

I

was, what our con-

nection was, embellishing with gratuitous information.

She

also introduced me to about ten of her classmates
during a

break, also informing all of them that she was being
inter-

viewed for

a

study

I

was doing.

I

could see that it was

very important for Joanne to use whatever she could to

bolster her ego.
The class was interesting, focussing this day on problems facing people in society who are afflicted with epileptic

attacks.

As I sat in a seat alongside of Joanne, who had

indicated she wished me to sit near her, she kept up

a con-

stant murmur, whispering to me about the grade she had gotten
on a test last week, informing me about this girl or that,
I

found her behavior distracting, wished she would let me sit

quietly, observing, allow me to pay attention to Mrs. Painter
even if she chose not to.
As the discussion on epilepsy continued, the teacher

asked the students if any of them had had any first-hand

experience with this illness.
surprised.

Joanne’s hand shot up.

She spoke up:

My daughter, Denise, has had one attack of
petit mal, at least that's what the doctor
called it. We were sitting at the table one
She was having a bowl
night, having supper.
All of a sudden she began pulling
of soup.
I thought she was just not
at her tongue,
paying attention to me, I said, "What's the
matter, Denise?" But she just kept staring
I grabbed her
as though I were not there.

I

was

and stood her up but she just slumped.
I
brought her to the emergency room. She
didn't snap out of it until I pulled up to
the emergency room door.
It lasted about
fifteen minutes. But she hasn't had another
seizure since then.
I

had been talking with Joanne on and off for some

time now and

I

had not heretofore heard of this condition.

Speaking of this now in this class, Joanne spoke with
little feeling, as though removed from the problem.
I

When

asked her later how come she had not told me about this,

she said, well, she didn't like to think about it, it had

not happened again in a long time and, besides, she doesn't
like to talk about it with Denise around.

There had been opportunities to talk of it when
the child was not around.

might have believed

I

wondered if, perhaps, Joanne

I

would have negative feelings about
This is something that must have

Denise if she'd told me.

been very troublesome to Joanne.

It occurred to me that

it might account, in part, for her over-indulgence of

Denise.

At any rate,

I

never did see evidence of this

problem
illness in the child and it did not seem to be a
in the family at this point.
Now, the following week, as Joanne and

was being very difficult.

mother.

I

talked penis

It was hard for her to share her

her medical
Joanne had been telling me more about

assistant’s course.

She had become eligible for this

training through a state rehabilitation program.

Her

next-door neighbor, Pete Growkowski had suggested she
,
visit a psychologist, obtain a statement from him that,

following her divorce she'd been emotionally upset and could
not work and therefore should be eligible for training at

state expense.

This she did, and thereafter has been con-

scientiously attending classes for all of these months.
Ordinarily, such a course costs $200,00.
daily from 8:00 a, m, to 3:00 p, m,

;

Pour days are spent

at the regional hospital, one day at McLaren'

s

When she graduates in June she will qualify for
doctor's office or in a hospital.

She attends

High School,
a job

in a

However, she plans to take

this summer off, spend it with Denise and start looking for
a job this

coming September,

She has worked every summer

for the past three years and is looking forward to a relaxed

summer of vacation.

This past w inter has been hard on her;

she is getting tired of the cold winters in this part of the

country.

Maybe, she thinks, she will pack up and move away

from New England, go with Denise to a warmer climate.

It is

something she thinks of often.
During our talk, Denise has kept pulling at her mother,

asking first for one thing, then another and finally crying,
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"Nobody ever talks to me!"

In fact, during the past hour

we had interrupted ourselves frequently
to include Denise
in the conversation.

Rut now Denise was having a full-

fledged tantrum, running into her bedroom and
screaming as
she lay on her bed.

Joanne wheedled and cajoled, tried to

coax her to come back and talk with us in the kitchen.

Joanne promised we would not talk to each other, only
her, we would play with her and listen to her,

Joanne

sounded contrite, desperate to placate Denise.

I

for Joanne.

I

heard her say, in a qiiet tone, as

the kitchen, "Denise, you're embarrassing me."

to

felt sorry
I

I

sat

in

knew that

the impression she makes on me is very important to her and

this underlined it.

For some reason, she wishes me to be-

lieve that things don't fly out of control, that she cannot

handle Denise, for instance.
We stopped talking,

Joanne made the supper:

Denise and

Sloppy Jo^s,

I

set the table as

It is a stand-by meal

around here from what I've seen in this and other homes;
fried chopped meat over which goes a prepared sauce that
comes in a package.

Joanne added warm water to the mixture.

It was tasty but not satisfying.

We had a green salad with

the Sloppy Joe's which Joanne served on cold hamburger buns.

Joanne drank gingerale while

I

had Instant Sanka.

Joanne
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pave Denise a eup of weak Sanka.

Denise accidentally spilled

some of this on her hamburger bun
and mix.

While her mother

helped her wipe it up with a napkin,
she piped up, "Oh,

screwed up because I*m Polish:"
the child to make,

I

thought.

I

An interesting comment for
I

„ as to hear other self-

deprecatory remarks around the fact of being
Polish from

Joanne and Denise during these visits.
Joanne says she is on a diet.
on a diet.

Denise screamed out, "My mother is Fat

weighs 156 pounds J"
Denise,

I

She is almost always
*

She

To which Joanne quietly replied,

did weigh 136 pounds but now

I

"No,

weight 132."

She

has been driving to Ridgefield with a girl friend, Sharon,
to work out at an Elaine Power's studio,

me now , as

I

Joanne, it strikes

watch her as she stands at the kitchen sink

rinsing off the dishes, does look like

a

narrow-necked,

broad bottomed jar with her sloping shoulders and burgeoning
hips.

After supper, Denise went next door to play with a

neighbor's child.
v/

It was very difficult to talk when Denise

as around, she claimed her mother’s attention so insistently.

Joanne always appeared very relieved when the child was

occupied elsewhere, and

I

can well understand why.

Joanne now tells me that since her divorce she

has

gone
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out with several youn* men.

None of these relationships

has lasted lonr; the longest
one continued for about two

months.

She has had sexual relations
with some of them,

although, she tells me, she never
brinps them home to
sleep over.

With her latest boy friend, she has
gone on

camping week-ends, leaving Denise with
her parents.

Her

mother and father were told that she was
going camping
with a woman friend; otherwise they would
refuse to baby-sit
Now, warming to the subject of her mother,
Joanne

continues bitter:
She v/ as never around when I needed her, but
she made all the decisions for me.
They decided what college I ought to go to, who I
could go out with how I would spend my time.
To this day I can’t get in a car and drive any
place by myself.
I get panicky.
I always have
to have somebody in a car with me, even when I
drive over to the hospital for the course.
I
pick up Sharon. When I was married to Philip,
he’d say, like, "What do you want to do tonight?"
I'd say, "I don't know, what do you want to do?"
We'd p*o 'round and 'round.
I never could make
up my mind about anything.
That's why I'm so
anxious now.
I get these terrible stomach pains.
The gynecologist suggested I get some counseling.
He thinks the pains are from my nerves
I know
what I'm nervous about,
I have to make some plans
for my future, make some decisions. That's the
worst thing in the world for me to have to do.
,

.

As a matter of fact, not long after this conversation,

Joanne asked If she could come and see me at the counseling
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center.

I

suggested that it would be better for her to

see a different therapist, so that we could
continue, without confusion, to have the interviewer-subject
relationship.
I

wondered if in this way Joanne might not have wished
to

have a closer relationship with me.

At this time

I

wa

s

seeing her for a few hours each month.
Joanne eventually did contact the clinic.

The therapist

she saw thought a group would be most helpful to her.

attended group sessions sporadically,

I

learned.

I

She

was- told

that she was not able to fit in well; her behavior in the

group did not endear her to others or bring her close to the
others.

She assumed the role of advice giver and could not

accept any comments about herself that she received from group
members.

I

can see how this neurotic, insecure young woman

would have found this experience very trying.

She could not

take it and dropped out shortly.

Later on the evening of this particular visit, Joanne

received a long-distance phone call from her mother who was

visiting Florence, an older sister of Joanne's who lives in
Texas.

Joanne talked to her mother in a flat, dry manner, a

studied patience in her voice as she tells her mother what
Denise has been doing, reassuring her that all's well, not to

worry, to have a good time, repeating the refrain over and

over again, "Don't worry, Mom,

we're

both okay, we re both
1

just fine."

Joanne tells me that whenever her mother

is

out of

town, visiting one of Joanne's two sisters who live
far away,
she calls every other day to check up, find out what's

happening with this youngest daughter of her's and her beloved
granddaughter, Denise.

Even 2000 miles away, Joanne feels

under the eye of her mother.

At one point during her marriage,

her mother off in Texas, Joanne recalls this as a most happy
time.

Philip and her father enjoyed each other's company,

she was there with the two men in her life that she most

loved and she did not have to contend with the smothering

mother.
We arrange on this evening for me to stop by soon for
a longer visit.

I

will sleep over and we will spend the evening

with one or two of Joanne's girl friends. We will probably
visit some of the bars that these young women go to for an

evening out.

Joanne seeks to assure me that she is not one

of "those" women who go to bars to pick up men; it's just

that in Franklin, she says, there is no place to meet people,
to have some fun, to dance, to see others.

place.

Bars are the only

Occasionally you can even meet a "decent" man there.

When

arrived on this evening towards the end
of

I

April, Joanne looked different.
a aark

blend halo of tiny curls, the new"Afro"
look.

asked me how
fine.

Her straight hair was now

I

liked her permanent.

It did give her face a "mod"

only thing uhat did it.

I

She

told her it looked

look.

That wasn't the

She had plucked her eyebrows to a

very fine line, mascaraed her eyelashes so that each
lash

stood out by itself.

She now looked like a young woman of

the 1930's, evidently what she's been trying to achieve.

This seems to be the latest "in" cosmetic fashion for women.

For the past hour, Joanne now tells me, she has been

trying to pin down a baby sitter.

She seems nervous.

She

might have to ask her parents to care for Denise tonight,

something she's loth to do.
they know that

I

However, she thinks that when

will be along this evening they won't give

her such a hard time about going out to the bars.
Joanne explains about where we might go this evening:
to Patrick's and to Chick’s,

"Patrick's is just a neighborhood

bar; it's got a pool table and some other games,

friends of mine just show up there.
a beer.

"

A lot of

We sit around and have

Looking at me with a half-smile , she asks:

"You

won't think I'm a barfly, will you?"
When we had first talked about going out for an evening,
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Joanne had said we would go
to the Franklin Inn, a
newlybuilt restaurant and dance
place that attracts conventional
married couples who manage an
evening out occasionally. It
has a pood reputation, is
considered "straight" and hires

rock bands for week-end nights.

discarded this place,
said Ishould do what
I

I

I

Now as

ask about it.

I

see Joanne has

She says, "Well, you

ordinarily do and that's not where

would go with ny friends.

They charge a $2.00 cover

and besides it’s kind of a straight
place."
I

was glad that Joanne had decided to
risk showing

me the places she really goes to rather
than putting on an

act and taking me to a "fancier" spot.

It seems to me that

Joanne has been more herself lately with me, seeking
to
impress me less.

I

feel better in her company as a result.

She tells me that her friend, Judy, will join us.

This friend Is also having trouble finding a sitter so that

now Joanne continues to make phone calls, not only for her-

self but for Judy as well.
to join us.

She is anxious that Judy be able

She strives, between calls, to build up for me

the image of this best friend.

love Judy,

"Oh," she says, "you'll just

She's so spontaneous!"

I

already know that this

is one of the highest compliments Joanne can pay anyone.

she herself is the opposite of spontaneous,

I

As

can see why it
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has such appeal for her.

She tells me more about Judy:

Judy will make you die laughing. The
things
she has pulled’
When we’re together you won’t
believe the things that happen. Last' week
there was this oueer who came into the bar
and
she was mimicking hJm behind his back.
Everyone was breaking up!
I

wondered how

I

would take to Judy and had some misgivings.

It was very hard to get moving on this evening.

Judy kept calling, detailing problems with her three
year
old son and her difficulties in locating a sitter.

Joanne

continued to work hard, wishing to have this evening turn
out a huge success.

She told me now that we would first

be stepping off at her parents’ home.

from Texas a few days before.

mother and father about me.
vice versa.

However,

I

Her mother had returned

Joanne has been telling her
She wishes them to meet me and

soon saw that this was no simple

matter.

Whenever Joanne hung up the phone

i

t

rang, with

Mrs. Czapulski at the other end, wanting to know exactly

when we’d be there.

Joanne said, for the fifth time, "Yes,

Mom, we’ll be right over.

I

told you it wouldn’t be before

quarter to seven,"
I

noticed in these calls that Joanne lied frequently

to her mother.

In one call her mother must have complained

to her that she, Joanne, was always talking on the phone and

her mother could not get through,

Joanne then responded,

'Oh, that wasn’t me, Mom, that was Jeannette calling her

husband,"

Not true.

It seemed much easier for Joanne to

avoid confrontation by lying.
Denise,

She did similar things with

When Denise learned, some weeks earlier, that

I

had stopped off at her mother's class, she whined, "Why
can't she come to m^ school too?" to which her mother promptly replied, with ease and no truth,

"Oh, yes, Denise, she'll

come and see you in your class next week."

I

wondered what

happened to these expectations Denise had which never
materialized,
Joanne tells me that her mother is very nervous about

meeting me.

That arrangement had been made about 24 hours

previously and Joanne said she has had about twenty brief
phone conversations with her mother about this

- to me -

rather insignificant encounter which might last no more than
ten minutes.

It seemed that a new event in her life, or

at least one of this nature, was unnerving to Mrs,
I

Czapulski.

felt, too, that both Joanne and her mother made much of

this relationship between Joanne and me.
We finally leave to pay our duty call on the Czapulskis.

her father
The car that we drive in, a 1970 Ford, is one that
new one.
gave Joanne last year when he bought himself a

Joanne pays for the gas; her father keeps up the
insurance
premiums.

There are many advantages

f or

this young woman

in remaining dependent on her parents,
I

had learned that sometimes when Joanne turned to

her father for financial help he would not inform his wife.
Joanne is a favorite of his, he will do anything for her,
she says.

Her older sisters were also very generous to her

as she grew up.

They were more like mothers than sisters,

and she looked to her parents as one might to grandparents.

Her sisters taught her about clothes and make-up, took her
out.

When Joanne was very young, the three sisters had moved

out of the house to get married; thereafter she was left

with the two aging parents, who continued to dote and hover
over her as they now also dote and hover over Denise.
Joanne told me that she receives a total of $230,00
each month from welfare.

Philip is supposed to pay $40.00

weekly to that department to help offset what they give her.
Lately, as

I

have indicated, his payments have stopped.

Twice a month Joanne pays out $25.00 and receives in exchange
$46.00 worth of food stamps.

Her telephone bill sometimes

gets out of hand, going as high as $35.00 a month.

often helps her with this.

Her father

At one point, during the times I

was seeing Joanne, her phone bill was unpaid for so long that

the company cut off this service.

by postcard or, if necessary,

I

Vie

had to maintain contact

could call her at her parents’

house

Joanne’s rent, including heat, is $88.00 per month.
The actual rent for the apartment is higher but the Housing

Authority subsidizes her.

She pays $3.50 per month for an

illegal hook-up for Cable TV.

She is tied in to the connection

made by Pete Growkowski, her neighbor.

Gas and electricity

cost between $15.00 and $20,00 per month.

As for food, she

can keep this cost down to about $20.00 per week.

that Joanne has learned to manage money well.

when

I

shopped with her

I

It seems

On occasion

saw how carefully she does that.

Clothing is a minor expense as Joanne rarely buys herself anything new.

She mostly wears jeans and corduroy pants,

the uniform of her generation.

Denise’s wardrobe also is a

minor expense as she wears the same uniform to school daily.
The grandparents pay the modest tuition to the parochial school

and also are lavish with birthday and Christmas gifts to this

Joanne occasionally has to buy

child.

a

pair of shoes, some

shirts and underwear for her daughter,
Nov;,

home

I

as we drive around to the back part of her parents’

can see that Joanne has become increasingly more

nervous.

She tries to explain to me how

I

should take her

mother.

I

feel for the young woman, her anxiety is so
high.

Their house is one of the larger ones on the
block,
a huge

Victorian affair, broad and substantial but without

the whimsical details usually found on houses
of this era.
It looks as though someone had swept the front
and back of

this house with a broom.

Not a leaf, bit of stray dirt or

paper is visible anywhere.
Now Joanne's father emerges from the large white garage
at the back of the lot.

ing eyeglasses.

He is a short, round-faced man wear-

He looks nice.

As we approach he says to

his daughter, "Your mother isn't feeling well.
go down to Ridgefield and see the doctor."
news

,

We have to

That is surprising

since Mrs. Czapulski has spoken on the phone only fifteen

minutes ago to Joanne and has said nothing about this.
Joanne doesn't look especially surprised, just disgusted.

At this point there emerges from a back door of

this neat house a blond woman who seems to have been standing

there, waiting, ready to spring out on us.

mother.

It is Joanne's

She rushes forward, does not introduce herself, nor

do Joanne or her father introduce me.

arm, saying, "Come in, come in."

60's, perhaps, hair dyed platinum

curls around her head.

She grabs me by the

She is a woman In her mid-

bl° nd » set in

fcin Y

tight

She is wearing a hip-length white vinyl

coat adorned with brass buttons.

Under that

I

see navy blue

pants
As Mrs.

Czapulski steers me through the kitchen, into

rooms beyond, Joanne behind us says, "Mom, why can’t
we just
sit in the kitchen?"

Her mother is off and running and does

not answer at first.

Joanne repeats the question and her

mother turns around and says, irritably, "No, Joanne, we never
get to use the living room," and thereafter does not stop

talking for one instant as she shows me things in the dining
room and living room, tells me about her chest pains, about
her other children, about her worries around Joanne, her

pride in Denise, her work history, what she used to do, what

she thinks they ought to do about this big house, on and on.
It was manic.

The woman must have been beside herself with

anxiety and could not stop herself from chattering.
As she had been pushing me into the living room and as
I

passed through the kitchen,

arrangement there.

I

had been able to see a bizarre

A long kitchen bar covered in red imita-

tion leather was attached to one wall.

Pushed up against

the bar, facing the wall, were six bar stools.

Later Joanne

told me that this was how, during her growing up years, the
family ate all of their meals, each person sitting alongside
the next on their individual bar stools.
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The image of this family of mother, father, four

daughters and one son sitting side by sids facing the wall
every meal is a chilling one to me.

In the formal

dining room, the chairs and table are set out in polished
splendor.

They never made use of it, Joanne says.

around the living room where

I

have been ushered.

I

look

Plastic

sheets cover all of the furniture but what we now sit on.
The sterile atmosphere is appalling,

more compassion for Joanne.

V/hat

I

began to have much

must it have been like for

her to live in this cold, antiseptic place with a mother who
could not keep herself from talking?

Joanne must now have been re-experiencing some painful

moments of her youth.

She has brought someone to visit, a

person she is trying to impress and her mother has once again
failed her.

Mrs. Czapulski responds, when Joanne asks if we

might have a cup of coffee, by saying, "No, Joanne, I'm
sorry.

I

have to go down to Ridgefield right away.

pressure just shot way up,

I

My blood

called the doctor and he told me

to come down right away."
As Joanne sat there looking miserable,

disappointed

and embarrassed, her father tried to ameliorate.
a quiet,

sweet man, but very passive.

He seems

He endeavors to get

this
a word in edgewise, tries to tell me how he has owned

4

38

house for the past forty years, how he has
fixed up the
rental apartments upstairs and on the other side

,

,,

but

his wife will not let him finish the tale.
V.'e

did not remain long.

As we walked out to the

car in the back yard, Mrs, Czapulski complained to
me about

her daughter.

"You just can't get that girl on the phone.

Sometimes I’m worried about Denise and
to her and

I

I

try to get through

have to call up a neighbor of her’s and see if

an5'thing's wrong.

No wonder

I

have hypertension,

I

never

know how they're getting along."
No wonder Joanne has a nervous stomach.

Not quite

able to be one of Shostak’s "rebels," she yet cannot be an

"accommodator

.

"

She is caught somewhere in the middle,

wishing to flaunt her w ay of life in her mother's face, yet
terrified of cutting the cord and being really independent.
She will seek a middle w ay,

I

learn later,

Joanne's mother is formidable.

I

can well understand

Joanne's anxiety, can see why Sally, the next older sister, has
spent years in psychotherapy and why John, the failed priest,

remains aloof from his family.
As we got into Joanne's - Mr. Czapulski

's

-

car, her

mother ran a finger over the dust on the rear fender and said,
"Joanne, you should keep this car cleaner.

I

wanted to make
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a

sharp retort.

I

could imagine what Joanne, having endured

25 years of this, must have wanted to do.
'

It was from the time of this encounter with
her parents

that my attitude towards this young woman changed
quite a bit.
I

could still find her ways annoying, but

I

could understand

her childishness and pettishness so much better.

One

has only

to be in the Czapulski's company for a whort while to sense
v.’hat

the mother's craziness and the father's passivity must

have done to this young woman.

I

could see too why acceptance

by me had become so crucial to Joanne.

being a subject in

a

Far more than simply

research study, she would seek to use

approval by an older woman as confirmation of her self.

She

wanted me to see her life and then to find in my reaction the
acceptance she would never get from her mother.
One thing saddened me particularly:

wondered if the

In Joanne's efforts to be as different

cycle could be broken.
a

I

parent as she could possibly be

~

in other words, to be

completely accessible, constantly loving and indulging with

Eenise- she is raising

a

whining, irritable child whose sense

of limits is unrealistic.
I

was glad we had made this visit, a lot was revealed.

Joanne obviously adores her father, yet is fearful of showing
her affection openly.

The opposite is also probably true.

While Joanne was embarrassed by her mother’s behavior,
at the same time
f or

I

realized that she wished me to see it

self, as though to say, "You see,

I

v/asn’t lying,

she really is horrible, now you can believe me and feel

sorry for me,"

Eventually on this evening we drove over to Judy’s
house where, after much confusion and fooling around between
these two young women

-

showing off for me,

I

believe - we

ultimately entered the first cf the bars we would visit that
evening.

Judy had left behind a screaming, frantic little

boy of three who had become completely out of control as his

mother, also divorced, capitulated and then whacked him hard
as she left him with the fifteen year old sitter,

earlier had been dropped off at the Growkowski

having been able to find

’

s

,

Denise

Joanne not

The arrangement was that

a sitter.

when we returned later, Joanne would waken Denise and bring
Denise likes playing with

her back to sleep in her own home,
eight year old Nadine Growkowski •

I

was struck again with

the opportunities for mutual help available to Joanne in this

small community.
Before we left Joanne’s apartment, she had worked on

her face:

purple

eye shadow, off-white eye-liner, black

mascara, lip gloss, Afro combed and fluffed, eyebrows plucked
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further.

She looked not unlike any young
"with-it" woman

in New York City, out for an evening’s
entertainment.

She

wore tight-fitting faded blue jeans and
a blazer made of
blue jeans material,

Joanne glanced at my tan wool knit

slacks and said, "I should loan you

a

pair of jeans."

thought

I

she wanted me to fit in well and look as
"hip" as she and Judy
did,

ohe then added, "You look nice, very sporty," so

I

must have passed muster.
She and Judy were all keyed up, expectant - of what,
I

was not sure.

In Chick's, a darkly-lit bar and grille,

frequented mainly by workingmen from the nearby lime plant, we
sat In a booth opposite the long bar.
in a booth in front of us,

Some young women sat

Judy and Joanne whispered to me

that they were former friends of their' s, now enemies.

They

gossiped with me about the loose sexual behavior of these two,
A

dark-haired, heavy-browed man who might have been

in his 40's walked over to chat with my two young friends.

He pushed his way into the seat next to Judy, who fixed him

with a mocking look and began to tease him.

Joanne nudged me

with her foot under the table, as though to say, "V/atch this!"
She then started in.

She introduced me, "Jim, this is Jeannette.

She's just come down from V/ashington, D.

vestigating for the government.

C.

to do some in-

I'm being considered for a top

secret job and she needs to interview me and some
of my

family."

I

could see that Jim was not at all taken in.

The teasing and banter continued in this vein.

The young

women were becoming more excited by the moment.
Ihey now began to try to hustle some money from Jim,

He looked as though he had been drinking, was a bit flushed

and seemed to enjoy their attention.

Joanne whispered to

me that he was married, worked at the lime plant, spent hours
in here each evening, ran around with women, was an "easy

touch."

I

to Joanne,

was surprised when Jim actually did hand over $4.00
She had told him she needed it to pay for the

cover charge at the Franklin Inn, a place
be visiting that night.

I

knew we would not

In giving her the money, Jim said,

"I'll give it to you but let me come over to your house around
3:00 this morning and you make me some bacon and eggs."

Joanne agreed and handed him a piece of paper with
address on it.

I

a fake

wasn't at all sure whether the "bacon and

eggs" gambit was in fact a euphism for sex.

I

asked Joanne

and she said, "Oh, no, he really means he'd like to be fed."

Although at least twice as old as these two young women,
felt unsophisticated and innocent in this atmosphere.
I

felt that the whole preceding charade was for my

benefit.

In the meantime, however, Joanne had managed to

I

be $4.00 ahead.

V/e

next drove over to Patrick’s, the most

popular bar in Franklin.
but

I

This was my first exposure to it

was later to visit it on a number of occasions

v/ith

Maria Scola, another woman in the study.
Shortly after we entered this noisy, active bar a very

young man came up to Joanne and began to hug her.
duced him to me as Eddie,

She intro -

He was a sweet-faced boy of about

eighteen, very thin and tall, with a soft, childlike expression
on his face.

Coming over here in the car, Joanne and Judy

had talked about a young man who had been paying attention to
Joanne recently.
before,

She had met him at Patrick's a few weeks

Joanne said, in the car, "You know,

I

feel funny

because he’s almost eight years younger than

I

am,"

told her not to be silly, it was

o.

k.

Judy

to go with a younger

Joanne had seemed

person as long as they liked each other.

But now, arms around

a bit nervous when she spoke of him.

each other, Joanne and Eddie walked off together to play a

game of pool.
Judy and

I

remained sitting at the bar.

This young

woman had been drinking beer in her home when we had arrived
there and now she proceeded to drink

had my usual bourbon on the rocks and

r

e

mugs of beer,

oked around.

I

As

nobody paid any particular attention to me, it felt comfortable

to be here

Eventually a young man, sitting on
the other side
of me at the bar, began to talk
to me.

seemed Intoxicated with something.

He spoke bitterly,

He said he could not

take this 'fecene" if he were not on
something.

what are you on?

He replied,

I

asked,

"Psilocybin, a kind of

mushroom, from Mexico."
Judy now leaned over and told this young
man that

I

was interviewing Joanne for a study, at which
point he said
to me,

"Hey, don't do that, she's bad news.

Last week she

was fucking Bob LaMonte and now she's got that little
kid

over there.

He hasn't got a chance with her, he doesn’t

know what he's getting into."
It was interesting to me to get this viewpoint on

Joanne, even though it was coming from an unfocussed,

"spaced-out" young man.

I

learned soon that this was Peter

DeLisle, best friend to Vito Scola, whose mother, Maria,

would soon begin interviewing.

I

Peter's older brother, Chris

has been going out for a while with Nancy Scola.
It was apparent that Peter disliked Joanne intensely.

He said he thought she neglected her daughter, that she

should not be hanging out in this place or at Chick's.

He

himself worked part-time at Chick's and sa w her there often.
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This was a most moralistic young man
with an obvious double-

standard for men and women.

He has lived in Franklin all

of his life, knows a lot about everybody
in this bar, es-

pecially who is sleeping with whom.
about everybody here.

He was critical of Just

He told me that he was currently

attending the community college, would be leaving on

a cross-

country trip with his friends, Vito Scola and Steve Ryan,

after which he would be enrolled in a business school in the

Boston area.
On my other side, Judyfe tongue had also been loosened.

She confided to me the history of her short-lived marriage.

Underneath this young woman's clowning

I

sensed a strong

despair which the hilarity she evinced did not disguise.
She told me that she had come to the counseling center for

help some months ago.

She did not look familiar to me, but

in checking subsequently

I

learned that she used the clinic's

services sporadically, asking for help with her stubborn
three year old.

In fact, Judy seemed a most disturbed young

woman, drinking heavily as
care for a child,

I

I

could see, and hardly able to

learned later that she had frequent

sexual encounters which were destructive.
Later that summer Joanne informed me that Philip had

started sleeping with Judy.

They did not live together but

he was a frequent visitor to her home.
at this.

She stopped seeing Judy.

Joanne was furious

She felt betrayed by her.

Now she describes Judy to me as selfish,
untrustworthy, not
a friend in any sense.

veloped in this fashion.

Many of Joanne's relationships de-

Initially full of affection and

trust, an event occurs which then turns all prior
feelings
on their head, and Joanne is left with her basic feelings
of mistrust confirmed.
in all of this.

Certainly there is a lack of maturity

It reminded me of

’spats’

I’d had with

childhood friends in fourth and fifth grades, perhaps.
But on this evening at Patrick’s, Joanne continued to
be preoccupied with her young friend, Eddie, while Judy

proceeded to get thoroughly drunk.
out of the bar, crying.

At one point she ran

Joanne did tear herself away from

Eddie's hugs and ran after her friend.

havior unsettling.

I

found Judy's be-

Although she w as only 24 years old

I

could see a demoralization in her life which was heart-

wrenching.

Joanne w as much more in control of her life: by

contrast she w as a model of strength and health.
Gome wee ks later, in coming to this same bar with Maria,
a

woman much older than Joanne, the atmosphere seemed saner,

calmer.

On this first evening here,

I

could see much more

"making; out."

Perhaps because of Judy's erratic behavior

or because Joanne had left me to myself so
that

I

could

observe at leisure, the place seemed to have a
frenetic

quality that was absent at other times, future evenings
I

would spend here.

On my left, young Peter DeLisle con-

tinued to talk, unconcerned about whether
I

I

listened or not.

did catch this:

Listen, if you ever write a book about this
town, make sure you put in it that in this
whole damned town only Peter DeLisle, Vito
Scola and Steve Ryan know who the hell Henry
Miller, Norman Mailer and James Joyce are.
Be sure to put that in.
Nobody in this town’s
ever heard of them. Will you make sure you
put that in your book?
I

promised to do so.

As I listened to Judy crying to

me about her sad life on the one side,

things about Peter.

A

I

also learned some

young man from one of Franklin's

French-Canadian working-class families, after graduating
from high school he had gone to Florida, worked with a
company that moved house trailers,
off its jack and crushed his leg.

A large

trailer had fallen

His leg now permanently

damaged, he must wear a brace and feels like a cripple.
His bitter refrain about this town was echoed weeks

later by his friends, Vito and Steve, when they sat in Maria's

kitchen and talked with me.
long to get out of Franklin.

They feel caught, all of them

Peter thought he'd make it if

he could pay to pet through business school.

Joanne and Eddie returned to our vicinity.
tried to persuade Judy to stop drinking.
fight was on TV,

They

The Ali-Norton

Many people in the bar watched it.

Occasionally someone changed the channel in order to see
the Mary Hartman show.

Most of the viewers seemed to

know what was going on in this soap opera and they talked
about it.

Back to the Ali fight, when it seemed that he

had lost, a great cheer went up.

The people in here clearly

In Franklin' it is not uncommon to

favored All’s opponent.
hear talk of "niggers."

The noise, the activity around me and the smoke got
to me.

Eddie and Joanne

Judy sat, deflated and dejected.

paid her - and me - little attention.

I

decided to leave,

Joanne assured me that she could get a ride home with someone, who would also drop Judy off and that it was all right

She explained that Denise's bed

for me to take her car.

had been made up for me earlier, that she’d left the door to
the apartment open,

I

was glad to leave the noisy "scene"

behind me.
Tired out by this unaccustomed evening,
quickly in Denise’s comfortable double bed.

around 2:00 a, m. that

I

I

fell asleep

It must have been

heard noises and activity in the

kitchen.

There was much giggling, running of water and

flushing

<f

toilets,

I

heard Denise's voice at one point

before falling asleep again.

I

could also hear a soft male

voice which

I

figured was Eddie's.

When

I

awoke at about 7:00

I

a,

to go to the bathroom

m,

saw Eddie lying on the living room sofa, his soft features

in sleep looking more childlike than they had last night.

The door to Joanne's room was open and

I

could see her still

asleep with Denise lying beside her.
I

fell asleep for a while and was awakened around 8:30

by Denise who came to get some clothes of a drawer in her

room.

When

I

dressed and came out into the bright daylight

of the kitchen, Joanne was boiling some water for Instant

Sanka,

She looked at me sideways and said, "I hope you didn’t

think anything funny's going on.

It was so late and Eddie

didn't feel like hitching all the way home to Bromley ..." a

small farm town where he lived with his mother and sister,
about ten miles from here,

Joanne still worried about what
her.

I

might be thinking of

Now she accepted my reassurance that

about this one way or the other.

I

didn't think

She told me they had all

gone on to several other places, that Judy had gotten very
sick, had vomited at one point and they had managed a ride

home for her and themselves.

Although the plan had been for me to remain with

Joanne and her daughter for the entire day,
Jeanne if she'd prefer that

I

I

She seemed re-

I

left, with plans

Other appointments intervened, however,

and it was a while before

When

Perhaps

The young man continued to sleep

while we chatted for a short while and
to return very soon.

now asked

return another time.

she wished to spend this day with Eddie?

lieved at my suggestion.

I

I

could see this young woman again.

arrived at Joanne's apartment about one month

later, it was around 10:00 a. m. on a warm June morning.

Joanne opened the door for me.

She was dressed in a pale

yellow baby-doll shortie nightgown.

As

I

talked with her,

Eddie walked out of a bedroom rubbing his eyes sleepily.

His

torso was bare and he w ore a pair of baggy white carpenter’s
pants.

His feet were bare.

He sat down with us at the table

where Joanne was about to put out some cereal for breakfast.
he
She asked him what he wanted, Cheerios or Wheaties, and

said he would just have toast with jelly and coffee.
little
Soon Denise came into the house with two other

girls.

and play
She asked her mother if they could come in
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in her rooin.

Her mother said yes,

Joanne seemed very relaxed this morning.

She now

talked simply to me about this obvious new
arrangement, not
shy or apologetic.

pretense with me.

She had evidently decided to drop any

Since it was a fait accompli that Eddie

had moved in with her, it did seem a foolishness
to keep
up the charade.

Actually, when

I

had called to check on our

appointment several days earlier, she had told me on the
phone that there had been a lot of good, new changes in her
life.

I

made my own assumptions, not difficult to do.

As we talked, Eddie drank his coffee, ate his toast

and was silent.

He is a very young-looking eighteen.

He

appears bored with our conversation and soon gets up and
goes into the room where Denise and her friends are playing

"Game of Life."

When

I

poke my head in later,

I

see the

three little girls and Eddie are sitting on the floor, all

happily involved with the game.

Joanne now tells me, still in her flat, unemotional
way of talking, that she and Eddie truly love each other.
She hasn’t dared tell her mother that he has moved in with
her, but her parents know they go out together steadily.

Actually, she says, she doesn’t care what they think about
him.

The important thing is how much better she herself feels

now.

She does appear less tight.

She says:

Everything is much more enjoyable. Things I
have to do feel better to me.
I enjoy washing the sheets because I know we'll sleep on
them together. Nothing is that fruitless to
me any more.
I got along all right when I was
alone, and I don't want to get that dependent
on somebody where I can't pull out, but if there
is somebody you really care about, it's better.
Eddie and I don’t ever say - like I used to do
with Phil - "What do you want to do tonight?"
We kind of like doing the same thing.
And we
talk together a lot. W e always find something
to talk about or something to do together.
am moved by Joanne's eagerness to make something

I

of this new relationship.

Yet

I

find myself being sceptical

as she relates in glowing words this newfound happiness.
I

wonder how long this can last.

Eddie appears a soft,

passive, shy young man, perhaps overjoyed to have found this

plump "older" woman who has taken him in and takes care of
him.

I

know that his parents have long been divorced, that

he has had to be like the man in the house since he was eleven

years old.

Recently his mother had taken a lover into the

home, a brutal man from whom this gentle boy shrinks.

I

do

not doubt that he is genuinely fond of Joanne, perhaps even
loves her.

Yet

I

feel some worry that it's going to blow

up and I wonder how Joanne will react.

She is not a strong

woman, emotionally.
I

can hear Eddie in Denise's room, laughing softly with

the three little girls,

I

wonder to myself what this woman

of 25 can get from this 18 year old.

Perhaps she is using

him as a means to become detached from her parents?
seems to require someone on whom she can lean.

She

The uncertain

thing to me at the moment is, can Eddie sustain this weight?
It is -at this point anyway - no mystery as to which of these

two will be the dominant partner in the relationship
I

decide, we’ll see,

I

Well,

,

am beginning to have warmer feelings

about Joanne and for her sake

I

hope this works out.

The place on this warm spring day is cheery and bright.

The ruffled pink and white curtains look freshly washed and
As Joanne and

ironed.

I

sit at the square kitchen table,

talking, the noise from the bedroom becomes much louder all
of a sudden,

Swon Denise comes running out of the snail room

around the corner, her face flushed, her blond hair awry.
She says loudly to her mother, ”Ma, make him stop

l

He keeps

grabbing my magic markers and he won’t stop pulling my

hair',"

Joanne looks abashed, calls out, "Hey, Eddie, don’t play so
rough with her,"

She turns to me, after Denise leaves, and

says, "Usually it's just great.

Those two can play together

for hours without a fight,"
I

think that, yes, Eddie right now is much happier in

sitting out
there with the three little girls than he would be

here with us, two women drinking Sanka,
talking about this
new development in Joanne’s life.

Later, when

I

looked

into the bedroom again to see what this
quartet was up to,
I

could see that Eddie and the girls were having
a marvelous

time.
most:
I

All four were wrestling on the bed, Eddie’s body
al-

hidden underneath squirming little girls’ arms and
legs.

was surprised that Joanne had not quieted them; she
usually

gets irritated when Denise and her friends carry on too

loudly

,

It may be that she knew what fun this was for Eddie

and wished to indulge him in his sport.

Eddie rejoined us after a v/hile.

content to talk with me alone,

I

Joanne had seemed

sense her relief that Denise

has a playmate, the child won’t be in her hair quite so much

with Eddie around.

Yet, she says, Eddie is able to be quite

strict with Denise,

mind her mother.

Her daughter minds Eddie as she doesn't

It's so good to have a man around to tell

the child what she must dol

And he is kind and considerate,

has been nicer to her than any man has ever been.

I

do see

the kindness in this boy and the gentleness.

Now as he sits with us, Joanne is frank in discussing

their situation.
I

Eddie contributes little.

find it difficult to understand him.

his voice very soft.

When he does speak,

His speech is slurred,

Perhaps he is timid in front of me?

Later, as he grew used to my presence, he
beran to speak

more clearly and forcefully.

with me,

I

felt.

I

He was never truly at ease

wondered how he fit into Joanne's world.

Joanne tells me that she and Eddie have decided to
be very honest with each other.
one anooher,

F

or instance,

They are a bit jealous of

last week there had been a

party to celebrate the graduation from medical assistant
training.

Eddie danced with one of her classmates and she

got very angry.

They talked about it.

Sometimes Eddie will

see her talk to an old boy friend at a bar and he will get

annoyed.

They both feel better after talking it out.

Soon Eddie expects to return to his job.

Right now

he is unemployed.

He has just graduated from high school,

days ago in fact.

When he goes back to work, they expect

to pool their money.

Right now Joanne is supporting Eddie.

Joanne says,
Like I learned from being married to Philip.
I had to turn my whole paycheck over to him
I didn't even know
when I worked full time,
where the money went. He was betting on the
baseball pools and the football pools and buyAnd there
ing drinks for people every night.
we were, eating hotdogs each night. We were
suffering because he was such an asshole.

The young couple talk now about whether they will move

away from Franklin.

There is some discomfort, for Joanne,

in
in having her neighbors know that a young man has moved
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with her,

Cn the one hand Joanne often says she doesn't

care what people think, she has to live her life, and so
forth, but nonetheless her uneasiness about what people

might be saying comes through.
and other advan cages

,

Despite the modest rent

she thinks they should move away from

here
It will be good when Eddie can return to work, she

says.

They had such a nice routine then.

He has been work-

ing at Turner's, a factory in Brackton that makes outdoor

products.
bags.

He worked In the "feather" room, stuffing sleeping

Joanne would rise with him at 6:00

breakfast, make his lunch.

a.

m.

,

make his

She might go back to sleep; often

she felt full of energy and worked around the house.

If it

was a hot day, she might pick him up at work around 3:15.
They, together with Denise, might go for a drive or over to

Gray's Pond,

Joanne speaks warmly as she tells me:

One good thing about Eddie, he'd rather
have me have a good time than keep the
house spick and span. Not like Philip.
He was always screaming at me to do the
laundry every day, to run the dustmop over
Hey, I've got better
the floor every day.
things to do than think about whether "Mop
and Glow" is better than "Step Saver." I
don't need that. Jesus Christ, so many
women would rather stay home cleaning or
watching soap operas than take their kids to
Of course, I can get into soap
the beach.
operas in the winter time when there's nothing
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else to clo, but I certainly never
take them
seriously, except for Mary Hartman.
like Mary Hartman,
I observe her.
She's
a little bit of everybody that’s
ever had any
kind of anxiety.
She took some pills on the"
program the other day when she pot nervous.
She called it myprobomate, which is
equanil
That's what I take.
She felt like she was in
a rut, like I did when I was married.
Her
husband went over to the refrigerator and
opened up a can of Schlitz. That's exactly
what Philip used to do.
She goes visiting
with neighbors and has a cup of coffee with
them in the morning like I used to do. I
don't do that any more, Eddie and I spend
the time together when he's not working, and
when he goes back to work I won't do that any
I

more

Joanne has such high hopes for this new development in her life.

basket.

All of her "eggs" are no w in this

She seems eager to give me - or herself - the

impression that her problems are now behind her because
she has a man living with her,

I

reflected that while

the criteria for the study is that the woman be living

alone and bringing up her children alone,

I

would none-

theless carry on with Joanne and continue visiting her.

After all,

I

reasoned, this kind of occurrence probably

happens often in the lives of the single parents of this
or any other class.

The women in this situation who come

to the clinic often develop transient or more permanent

relationships with men, who then become part of their lives.

I

myself was very curious and interested in seeing what

might happen next in this relationship.

It seemed worth-

while to continue following Joanne's life and to continue

reporting on her life as it developed from this point onward.
One of the difficulties

I

continued to encounter with

this young woman w as in being able to separate out fact from

Since she sought my approval in so urgent a way,

fiction.

her first-hand reporting was often of a most optimistic
nature,

I

wanted to see for myself, if

I

could, whether the

remarkable inward and outward changes she was reporting
were for real.
I

certainly did note some differences, mostly having

to do with how she handled Denise now,

attention

- a

good thing, in my opinion.

content, less demanding.

Joanne pays her less
Denise seems more

It may be that the presence of

another human being in this home, one to whom Joanne can
turn for the countless decisions which must be made daily,
has taken some of the anxiety away from her.

Eddie, despite

mother.
his youth has had to be a mainstay for his
it is
he can be that for Joanne as well, hard as

believe.

I

a good sign

r or

Perhaps
me to

tranquilizers
know that Joanne had stopped taking

As

the Spring and Summer progressed,
Eddie remained

in the home with Joanne and Denise.

when

I

At one point in July

was visiting Gray’s Pond with Ginny
Pietrowski and

her son, Mark

-

another family in this study -

Joanne, Eddie and Denise.

sunburned, slimmer.

I

encountered

Joanne on that day looked happy,

Eddie carried a large plastic bag,

towels in one hand and held Denise's hand in
the other.
was glad for Joanne.

I

She continued to have what she so des-

perately needed: a man in her life.
I

learned that Eddie had gone back to work at Turner's.

Joanne did not inform the welfare department that another

person was in the home,

wage-earner.

a

She worried a little

about their finding out, but she told me that this was a

common practice of welfare recipients in the area.

Even

with Eddie’s take-home pay of about $80.00, they didn't have
an easy time of it, financially.

They were trying to save,

they wished to move away from Franklin, perhaps move to the

larger city of Ridgefield.
There had been comments made in the neighborhood, of

which Joanne was aware.

None of this was said to her direct-

ly, but she was picking up some adverse reaction to Eddie's

presence in her life.

She also worried about her parents.

Actually, despite her annoyance at her mother, she did not
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wish to embarrass the older
couple.

By now she believed

they understood about the new
arrangement and chose to ignore it.
Being very attached to Denise,
their only grandchild in the immediate area, they
evidently do not wish to

jeopardize contact with her.
It did not surprise me that Joanne,
her lover and

her daughter had been invited by the
Czapulskis to visit

them when they rented a small cottage at
Island later in August.

a

beach in Rhode

Joanne felt that this was tanta-

mount to accepting Eddie into their lives.

She knew her

mother and father liked him, noted with pleasure the
more
relaxed appearance of their daughter, the happier Denise,
and seemed to accept what was inevitable.
mreat accommodation in their strict values,

Still, it was a
I

thought.

About this trip to her parents’ rented beach cottage,

Joanne told me an amusing vignette.

She and Eddie slept

on the living room floor in sleeping bags.

One morning at

around 11:00 a.m. her mother returned from marketing,

stepped over Joanne's form in the bag and said in
voice, "Joanne, I'm surprised at you,
to be this way."

I

a

scolding

didn't bring you up

Joanne felt the familiar lurch of the

stomach, thought she'd have to prepare for an attack because
of Eddie sleeping nearby, when her mother added:

"How come
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y ou didn't pet up and make breakfast for Denise?"

Even

this ripid woman had to bend if she wanted to retain her

dauphter and grandchild in her life.

As I continued to see Joanne throughout the Summer

and into the Fall, in her low-key w ay she remained ebullient.

Things were petting better all the time.
She had lost five pounds.

She was very happy.

During one visit she said to me:

When I lose weight Eddie will say, "I'm
glad you're losing," but he's not on my
He's very diplomatic.
case about it.
Like the other night
He's s_o good-natured.
we were supposed to have hamburger and I
forgot to defrost the meat. So instead
But it didn't bother
we had a can of tuna.
And I don't have to do things on
him.
schedule. When he's working, I do like to
have good things for him at night, so I'll
fuss with dinner a little bit sometimes.
She explains a bit more about their new arrangements.

The $88.00 rent is split down the middle.

Eddie paid back

some of what he'd used up while he was out of work.

ihey

also split payments for phone, cable TV, gas and electricity.

With the additional person in the house, food now costs
closer to $25.00 a week.

They eat a lot of canned tuna,

jelly and peanut butter sandwiches and hamburger.

have chicken it is a great treat.

V/hen they

Joanne is adept in finding
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ways to embellish tuna fish, making it at times in a casserole with noodles or potatoes.
she and Eddie go to

a

About once in every ten days

lar ge Stop

&

Shop about ten miles away.

They do a major shopping of staples, as food in this market
are cheaper than near Franklin.

brand of dry milk at $3.99 for
a savings

Here she can buy the store
a

twenty-quart box.

That is

of $6,00 on twenty quarts of milk were she to buy

fresh milk.

With regard to Joanne's ability to juggle finances,
to save some money and to plan ahead,

I

thought she most

resembled Fran Sacco, the other Polish-American woman in this
study.

They had both learned to handle money very well.

Otherwise, Fran's values seemed more like Joanne's mother's.
But, I reflected, Mrs. Czapulski - unlike Fran - while hating
to accept Joanne's sexuality, has conceded to reality and

has not disowned her daughter, as Fran had.

One day

I

talked with Joanne about how her parents

felt when she married Philip, a German-American

,

She told

Czapulski
me then that, as a matter of fact, none of the five

children had married another Pole,

Sally is married to an

Irishman; Florence, in Texas, has been married to a French-

Canadian before her divorce.

married to an Italian.

Margaret, in Ridgefield, is

Joanne knows very little about the
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woman whom her brother married.

Joanne feels sure she Is

not Polish.
I

asked Joanne what she made of this.

"Maybe we’re looking for a way out.
the ’ski’s’ at the end of our name.

Her answer was

Maybe we want to drop
I

don’t know.

I

never

thought about it much," She says that
as she grew up, the
big question from her parents when she
started dating - and
this was true with her sisters before her was, "Is he
Polish.'’"

Catholic?"

Nov;

the question her parents ask her is, "Is
he

The parents had

was Protestant.

accepted Philip, even though he

They now accept Eddie, another Protestant.

What else can they do?
In talking about growing up Catholic, Joanne says:

Well, I still believe in God but I don’t feel
like confessing once a week, like a ritual, in
church.
I’m the complete opposite of my mother.
Everything she does is based on the church or
on what people think of you.
I think it’s hypocritical, too.
My mother approves of Florence because she went
to the bishop and got an annulment.
I got a
divorce and all my mother could say is, "Why are
you doing this to me?" When we were growing up
she expected us to go to church every single
morning.
She dragged me out of bed at 6:00 to
go to 7:00 o’clock Mass,
I considered going to
parochial school a forced way of life, the same
thing as eating vegetables, or praying, I got a
lot of fear out of it, that’s all,
I haven't
been to church in a good five years. They kept
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changing priests and it kept getting worse
and worse, so we all stopped going.
Joanne’s language and values resemble more nearly
the young college-educated people

blue-collar women,

I

know than it does other

Philip had gone to college in Boston

for one year and brought some of the acquaintances made

there into their life.

Joanne did not read much but had

somehow been exposed to a world different than traditional

Franklin's,

She would say things like:

Like, you know I want to have another kid before
I'm thirty and I figure I don't have to be married
to do that.
I figure people have to accept me for
what I am and not because I'm married or not married.
I'm sick of living by a stereotype,
I don't
want to be that young married woman with her family
of 2.3 children.

Everything my mother does is based on what other
peoole think,
I used to be like that, always
trying to please people. But no more.
When

I

got a phone call at my office from Joanne

some time at the end of August,

what she wanted to tell me.
news to impart.

I

had a pretty good idea

She said she had some exciting

She had been saying for a while that she

would love to have another baby, she loved being
I

a mother,

knew that in July she had gone back to work for several

weeks as a waitress at the Franklin Inn.

The tips were not

good, she tired easily, she realy preferred to stay home and

keep house for Denise and Eddie.

All of the jobs Joanne has held thus far
in her life

habe been deadening.

Why would she wish to work as waitress,

switchboard operator, check-out girl?

What she received

from welfare amounted to about what she would earn
in those

occupations.

True, she did feel some pull to be out in the

world of work, but that was more an external pressure than
what she truly felt.

At this point in her life she truly pre-

ferred to remain at home, she says.

It occurs to me that

having a baby would accomplish a number of things for Joanne
at one fell swoop.

Joanne’s stated philosophy of life and her true desires were often at variance.

Saying one thing, she often

ended up doing quite another.

So it was with this latest

development.

She had been stating for a long time that she

wished never to become dependent on a man again.
be

Having

n so with Philip, she found herself frightened and anxious

when he was out of her life.

Slowly she began to achieve

some Independence, some self-confidence about ’’going it alone."

That self-confidence , I now believe, may have been more wishful than real.

However, even with Eddie living with her, she

had continued to say that she wished to be self-sufficient.
That was the motivation behind taking the medical course.

So that now when

August,

I

I

paid her a visit at the end of

was notunprepared for the news that yes, she

was pregnant and very happy about it

I

There was no talk

today about wanting to be out in the world, of making
some-

thing of herself.
On this warm August morning,

I

drove to the small

farm community of Bromley, the town next to Franklin where

Joanne,
house.

Eddie and Denise were staying at Eddie’s mother’s
Roberta, his mother, had asked the young couple to

’baby-sit’ the house as she and the man she now lived with

had gone to Virginia Beach for a two-week vacation.
twelve

Ed's

year old sister, Lisa, also needed looking-after.

Roberta had acquired this old farmhouse when her marriage
with Eddie's father ended in divorce some seven years ago.
This has been Eddie's home since he was eleven.

Joanne’s large, gray Ford was parked in front of the
Remnants of a child's birthday party were visible

house.

outside on the side yard,

A

long picnic table with tattered,

colorful paper tablecloth, streamers
lay about,
a back door,
A

A

,

napkins and empty boxes

sleepy-looking Denise poked her head out of
followed by Joanne, who motioned me to come in.

strong, unpleasant odor of spoiled food or garbage

greeted me when

I

entered.

This kitchen had been modernized
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in the style

I

had grown familiar with:

fake tile, fake

boarding, plastic countertops, all former remnants of a
simple farmhouse having long since been obliterated.

Joanne lead me into the living room where we sat in
a window seat.

She looked tired, her face puffy; she yawned

a lot as we talked.

Eddie, she said, was asleep upstairs.

He felt "hung over" after Denise's birthday party which had

lasted into the early hours of this morning.

It was mostly

adults who attended and they stayed late, drinking beer.

Joanne had called the foreman at Turner's Outdoor Products
to explain that Ed would not be in this day, feeling unwell,
I

had been expecting to see an elated Joanne.

she seemed dispirited.

"Guess what, Jeannette?
it is
I

Rather,

Now she says to me in her flat tone:

I'm going to have a baby."

Perhaps

the partying last night that dampens her spirit?
She tells me that she is very,

ask how she feels about it.

very happy, it is what she has wanted ever since she and
That, as

Eddie started living together.
myself, has not been very long.

after that evening in
It

pregnant for this past month.

now reckon to

He had moved in shortly

late April when

is now the end of August.

I

I

had first met him.

Joanne thinks she has been
She has had a urine test wnich

next April.
confirms her pregnancy and expects to give birth

She had deliberately pone off the pill.

She and Eddie do

not, she says, have plans to marry, but
she does think they

will move away from Franklin.
asses

"People in this town are such

.

Joanne does not seem eager to continue talking
about
her pregnancy*

Something else is bothering her.

She tells

me that just prior to moving over to Ed’s mother's
house

where they will remain for two weeks, she had had

with a woman next door.

a

run-in

There had been some innuendoes,

some negative reaction in the neighborhood about Eddie living

with her, but she’d ignored it for the most part.

This parti-

cular incident involved Denise who got into a fight with

eight year old Brad, this woman's son.
Denise.

He threw a rock at

Joanne went over to remonstrate about the boy's

behavior and his mother said to her:
welfare like you

I

"Yeah, if

I

was on

could stay home and be able to see what

my kid is doing,"

This attack bothered Joanne.

Although she says she

doesn't worry about people's reactions to her or her life,
this business has depressed her.
she had heard.

It is the post overt thing

She has picked up indirect hostility from

young married women in the neighborhood, mostly women in
their 20 's and 30’

s.

She says, "I think they are unhappy in

their married life.

They look at me and Eddie and they

think I'm having a wild time."
comfort her.

Her younm lover tried to

He said to her, "Well, if she thinks you're

an unfit mother, look what she does, leaves her
son alone

all day and he goes around beating up kids in the
neighbor-

hood."

That made her feel better. At least she has someone

on her side now when she feels down.

Talking with me on this morning, her mood does begin
to brighten.

"Yes," she says, "we're going to have this baby

and we're going to get out of Franklin."

Because her mother

has tried to be more human, less judging, Joanne wishes to

avoid hurting her.
to move away,

I

That is the strongest reason she wishes

am amused, thi nking about this situation.

What could Joanne have dene that was guaranteed to hurt her

mother more than to bear a man's child when she is not
married to him?
Joanne goes on:

"My mother would die if she thought

the neighbors knew Eddie was sleeping over all the time."

Well, the neighbors are going to know a lot more than that

pretty soon.
the other w ay.
do this.

She realizes that her mother is trying to look

Joanne has taught her mother that she must

She had kept Denise away from her parents for a

period of two weeks, following some criticism of Eddie, and

hjo

the Czapulskis had suffered.
It is apparent now to me that Joanne is miserable

because of these overt expressions of hostility that she
has received from some neighbors.

Despite her happiness

in being pregnant, she is troubled by what's ahead.
is

clear to her that they will have to move.

talk about getting married.
each other longer,

It

She does not

She thinks they ought to know

Amazingl

Evidently Jeanne believes she

and Eddie have known each other long enough to produce

child together, but not long enough to marry.

Actually

do not believe in many of Joanne’s pronouncements.

all apt to change the following week.

a
I

It is

Joanne admits:

Hey, I love staying home and being a housewife.
Why do I have to have a career? I know everyone
is saying to me that I have to be fulfilled,
But why isn't it enough
I have to d£ something.
I think I'm a good
to just be a homemaker?
I want to be
mother; that's all I want to be.
But
Eddie.
for
a mother and a kind of wife
we don't have to get married. We can wait on
that and see. What good would it do to get
married? What's the difference?

Whatever course Joanne decides on,
will concur.

I

I

feel that Eddie

am impressed with this strength of Joanne's.

She has moved unerringly, as

what she absolutely needs.
ant was a passing thing.

I

have observed her, to get

The training as medical assistShe has to have a man by her side

and she has held on to Eddie with
tenacity.

She is a

determined, single-minded and stubborn
young woman.

I

saw how one hostile word has unnerved
her; yet she will calm

herself down, be pacified by Eddie, remove
herself from the
antagonistic atmosphere and persevere.
During this morning, Denise was busily engaged
with
new frames and toys.
first met her.
v.

She was much quieter than when

I

had

The objectionable, manipulative behavior

as seen more rarely.

Joanne seems to have picked up some

backbone, perhaps from Eddie.

She claims that with Eddie's

love she is able to do everything she sets her mind to do
now.

She can be firm with Denise.

tions of the town (up to a point,

She can defy the convenI

believe).

her mother - as she did in keeping Denise away

She can defy
-

and she

can think of what's best for her life.
I

agree with this evaluation, as

I

listen, sitting

next to Joanne in the window seat of this large, messy, made-

over farmhouse.

Yet,

I

think to myself, all of this rests

on that young, childlike waif of a boy who at this moment is

upstairs sleeping off a hang-over.

As

I

watch Denise playing

at our feet with a new paper dollse t, I hear Joanne reiterate

the words, as if to convince hereself:

He gives me a
I'm not standing alone now.
security.
I can talk
of
emotional
feeling

to him about being anxious and he
listens
He 11 stand on his head to cheer me
up.

•

•

•

•

•

Several days later, visiting with Maria Scola,

another woman in this study, we talked about this latest

development in Joanne's life.

These two women had regular

contacts with each other, sixteen year old Angela Scola

often baby-sitting for Denise.
know, that girl's a kook.

Maria said to me, "You

She's flakey.

what she's gettin' herself into.

She don’t know

That little boy she's

livin' with is gonna wake up one morning a couple of years

from now and say,

'hey, ho w did

I

get suckered into this?’

And then where's she gonna be with two kids by then?
And, besides, welfare’s gonna cut her off after she gets

married,

I

just bet they'll get married.

they gonna live on what he earns?

And how are

"

It was interesting to me to get Maria's views on

Joanne.

She wasn't moralistic, but probably concerned about

the young woman.

I

felt she perhaps reflected what others

in the community who had Joanne's interest at heart might

be thinking,

Maria couldn't figure Joanne out.

say to me, "I can't figure that girl out.

She would

One minute she's

mad at her mother and can’t say enough bad things about her.
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The next minute she's runnin' over there to ask the old
lady
to do something for her or to baby sit,"

And that is Joanne
and doing another.

-

contradictory, saying one thing

Since she had told Maria of her pregnancy

at about the same time I'd learned of it,

I

surmised that

Joanne was anxious to inform quickly anybody who might
.

accept the news with equanimity.

She needed to have the

world know of her pregnancy, but with astuteness informed

well-wishers first of all.
hostile
hide it.

-

The rest of the world - possibly

would have to learn of it when it was too late to
For the time being she would gather around her

people who would reassure and agree that, yes, it was exciting

news, it was a nice thing to hear.
When

I

left Eddie's mother's house on this day

not get to see him.

following weeks

I

He continued to sleep.

I

did

During the

saw Joanne for brief visits.

She said she

was still happy about the pregnancy but she talked a good

deal about money.

He

Eddie's job was coming to an end.

had lately been working on a government contract at Turner's,

soldering canvas mailbags for the Post Office Department,
That contract was ending and so were a good many jobs,
.

oanne said Eddie loved working for his new family, he was
needs.
*ppy to be able to contribute towards their

He was

'I7'l

willing to work hard for his "family,"
of which he was
now the head*
I

learned that Eddie did lose his job.

Joanne had

never informed the welfare people of his
presence and she
had continued these past months to receive the
same allot-

ment from them.

With Eddie in the home and unemployed now,

it was harder than ever to manage their finances.

Despite

the fact that Joanne was being dishonest with the welfare

office, she could still say:
a screw job.

"I think

welfare’s giving me

They don’t calculate right.

that are getting just as much as

I

out right,"

have friends

do for one child and they

pay only $12.00 for $40.00 worth of food.

investigate properly.

I

Welfare doesn't

The social workers don’t figure it

She had a large capacity for rationalizing her

o wn actions.

But this may have been

a

contributing reason for her

decision, about two months later, to marry Eddie.

Maybe she

worried that welfare would do some checking in her case and
find out her new status?

She called me one day in December

to tell me her latest news.
I

had known that in November they’d moved away from the

old neighborhood, the one in which Joanne had lived her whole
life.

They found a two bedroom apartment about four miles
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away from where she'd lived.

including heat.

It was

$90.00 a month, not

This was a substantial increase in rent.

They knew nobody in this new area, it was outside
of the

Polish section of town, closer to Bromley.

Joanne told

her mother that she could come and visit them if she

wished but Joanne said she would not urge her to do so.
As of this date she had not told her parents about her prep-

nancy.

She knew, as her stomach got larger, It would be

impossible to keep it a secret from them.

would see her and report back to them.

Surely someone

At least,

living

in this new place she would not be a constant source of

embarrassment to them.

She hoped they would accept this new

baby, accept her coming marriage to Eddie,
them.

If they did,

That was up to

fine; if not, too bad.

Joanne wanted me to know the wedding would be in
January,

She hoped

the exact date,
I

I

I

would come and she would let me know

congratulated her with warm sincerity.

realized that Joanne, weak though she

is and exasperating

as she could be, yet had overcome a tremendous amount in

taking these latest steps.

Her need to be established in

her own home, leading her life independently of her mother, had

provided her with a vehicle for doing so:

Eddie.
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Par from being the "opposite" of her mother, as she
thought,

saw Joanne, like her mother, exerting her will

I

against a weak male, domineering and manipulating to get
what she needed.
last night.
as I

I

True, she told me that Eddie had "proposed"

took this v/ith a figurative lifted eyebrow

listened to her stream of words.

and his passivity,
about.

I

Knowing her tenacity

could imagine how the proposal came

But no matter.

Joanne sounded happy, although it

was difficult to tell exactly how she was feeling, her tone

remaining flat and monotonous no matter what she was relating,
I

couldn't believe that it was easy for Joanne to

have defied her mother in this way and pushed through to

her objective.

To be an independent woman, on her own in

this world, must have been a frightening prospect for
To find an "Eddie," become pregnant and marry once

Joanne.

more must have seemed to her the easier alternative.
As the months passed, Joanne's pregnancy was not an

entirely happy one.

She felt tired a good deal of the time,

impatient with Eddie and Denise, a "real bitch," as she put
it and "just like

devoted.

my

mother."

Eddie remained cheerful and

On losing his job at Turner's, he searched for

weeks and found another job.

This one was at the rranklin

Inn, as dish washer, for which he earned $75.00 a week.
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He gladly contributed all of these earnings to the
household.

Eddie makes a wonderful new father for Denise, loving to

spend hours playing games with her.
left alone by them.

Joanne is happy to be

She watches television, occasionally

reads, does some baking, some cleaning.

stomach upsets but not as frequently.
avoid taking Equanil.

She still gets
She has continued to

She plans to invite her parents to

the wedding and hopes they will come.

Joanne and Eddie got married in January of 1977.
Her parents did not come,

Eddie's mother, her lover, his

younger sister and his father were all there.

So was Maria

Scola, who prior to this had been "fixed up" by Joanne and

Eddie with Eddie's father.

Maria and George
Eve.

-

The two couples - Joanne and Ed,

went out drinking and dancing on New Year's

Maria reported later to me that nothing came of this,

the fifty year old George preferring to fool around with the

young women present.
A

message was left at my office informing me about

the wedding but due to some slip-up

Therefore

I

was not there.

couple well in person.

I

I

I

never received it.

did want to wish the young

had to content myself with hearing

details of the wedding from Joanne and from Maria.
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It was a small, informal wedding held at the home

of a Mrs. Krutiak.

Franklin.

She is a Justice of the Peace in

Only a few people were present there.

Twenty-

odd guests assembled at the Polish Hall, following the

brief civil ceremony.

Joanne paid $130,00 for a buffet

supper, which included bread, rolls, cold cuts, beer and
wine.

She and Eddie were disappointed that from the guests

the total they received in cash presents was only $135.00,

just about breaking even.

Maria later told me that Joanne didn't have enough
cash on hand to pay for the catering and had to give a

check for the balance, although she was aware that her

account had no cash in it.

She was able to get some money

from her father to cover it.

Joanne’s sister, Sally, also failed to appear.

Joanne says she doesn't care but

painful to her.

Judy was there.

I

could see that this was
Some weeks before the

wedding Joanne and Judy had had a reconciliation.
had dropped out of Judy's life.

Philip

In fact, Joanne has not

heard from nor seen her ex-husband in many weeks.

Judy

sewed a blue corduroy jumpsuit for Joanne to wear at her

wedding and made a miniature version of it for Denise.
They are once more good friends.
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My visits to Joanne ceased shortly after she pot

married,

I

continued, however,

about her from Maria,

to

pet second-hand reports

Maria saw her once in a while.

stomach was petting larger, she felt tired
very worried about money,

I

was told.

a

Her

lot and was

Joanne told Maria

that at one point she had gone to her father and told him

there was no food in the house for Denise and he gave her a

check for $50.00,

Angela Scola, who continues to baby-sit for Denise,
informs her mother that things don't look that good in the
home.

Joanne screams at Eddie a lot and orders him around.

She is jealous if he talks to Angela, yelling at him to

move away from the young girl as they sit watching TV at

opposite ends of the sofa.

Angela also reports that Denise

seems to resent the attention that Eddie gives Joanne,

screams at him to give her a hug too when he hugs his wife.
These are things

I

have not seen myself, however.

What

I

hear, second-hand, does not bode well.
I

February.

did have one phone conversation with Joanne in

Following that, when

I

tried to reachher

I

was

disconnected.
informed that service to that number had been
apartment,
Since Maria told me they were still in that
bill.
assume that they could not pay their phone

I

In that
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conversation Joanne told me that she was very content.
Her biggest worry continues to be over money.

Eddie has

lost the dish-washing job, he cannot find another.
out daily, answers every ad.

He goes

He has no training and can

only apply for day laborer’s work, the unskilled kind that
he did at Turner’s.

There are hundreds of people in this

community applying for every such job that turns up.
The one ray of sunshine, she says, is that he may

get a CETA slot.

That is the program which provides jobs

under the Comprehensive Employment Training Act of the

Federal Government.

They are considering giving him some

training which will perhaps
,

,

be followed up by a job.

Next

autumn he is determined to go to McLaren’ s Vocational High

School inthe evenings to learn mechanics.

Joanne says he

realizes he must plan for the future now.
There is yet another possibility:

Eddie was born and
An aunt of

grew up in a small town near Atlanta, Georgia.

his has visited recently and urged this young couple to

move down there.

The idea appeals to Joanne.

This past

winter - and even now - she continues to have lingering
colds and besides she hates winters around here.

about such a move seriously.

They think

She would love to got out of

Franklin, start a "new life" elsewhere.

She will have her

baby in late April or early May and then
they will make
some real plans.

She asked if

I

would come to visit her

in the hospital, promising that Eddie would
call me when

the baby arrives,

I

promised to do so,

Joanne has matured.

She has a long wav to go.

She is still capable of massive self-deception.

see only what she v/ishes desperately to see.

She will

Perhaps she

has learned somethings about herself which will help to

make this marriage work.

Perhaps Eddie, being more docile

than Philip, will be more accommodating to her.

She says

that she is making an effort to be less selfish, less

"spoiled,"

She and Eddie are still in the honeymoon stage.

If he cannot find a job. It will put that much more strain
on what seems to me to be a fragile marriage.

The probation department has finally caught up with

Philip and ordered him to pay $20,00 a week for support,

sending it directly to the welfare department.

Joanne now

receives $190.00 a month for Denise; she herself has been
cut from the relief rolls as she is married.

They see friends rarely.

other friend might drop by.

Occasionally Judy or some

They drink beer when they can

scrape the money together for it; listen to records.

The
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bills are mounting up but Joanne is hopeful.

She says

that when the new baby is old enough to be in a day care

program she hopes to go back to work, perhaps use the training
as a medical assistant.

By then perhaps she will be tired

of staying at home.
Of the four women in this study, Joanne made the

greatest outward change in her life in the period of the
study.

She had a driving need to be married and she
As to the more subtle changes that occur

achieved that.

inside of one, not as easily visible to the world,
some doubts.

I

wished

to this young woman.
on.

I

I

I

have

could have been more sympathetic

had grown more so as time went

Thinking of her and her life at this moment,

not be willing to place a bet on the stability

young woman or of this marriage.

o.t

I

would

this

CHAPTER

VIII

SUMMARY AND CONCLUSIONS

One thing became more clear to me at the end of
this study than it had been before:

society has not

allowed these women and others like them to develop as

human beings in the way that it allows middle and upper
class women to do.
It was apparent to me,

too, that each of these

four women sees herself as an isolated individual, having

experiences unique to herself.

None of the four is yet

able to see herself as part of a larger problem: firstly,
the problem of social class in America in which their

status as human beings Is automatically placed below that
of others in society; and secondly, the problem of all

women in America who are beginning to strive for private,
economic and social equality long denied them.
therefore, cannot be shared.

Their pain,

They are still stuck with it

all by themselves.
This relates directly to the issue of self-esteem.

Every human being is burdened to a greater or lesser
extent
with a particular family and a specific early upbringing

which affects this vital aspect of personality.

For members

of the wage-earning class, added to this is often the sense

internalized at a young age of being "less than" others.
This diminished self-esteem is fostered by church, schools,
the media and other institutions of society.

If academic

achievement, wealth and power are what confer status, then

members of the blue-collar class believe they are not as
good as others and they also believe it is something deep

within themselves which has caused this.

So that even before

we consider how loss of esteem may be fostered in one's

family, we must think about how the external world contributes
to such loss.

Thinking now about these four women, Fran in a confused way felt injured by others' perception of her large
family.

Somehow she felt that to belong to this family with

its nine children was seen as shameful.

how she interpreted slights.

That, at least, is

She and her siblings stayed

by themselves, hardly moved out of the family circle.

That

did not seem to have provided her with emotional security.
have
Also, her father's open preference for males could not

helped her self-image.
V/hat

self-esteem Fran has comes from the knowledge

that she has "stuck it out," that she has held on to clear

concepts of what’s right and what's wrong.

She is able

to feel morally superior to Tony, who shirked his duty.

She is a religious woman and feels justified in the eyes of
God, even if in fact her rigidity means that a good part of

her family must be sacrificed.

would have married

a

It was predictable that Fran

man with an equally poor sense of self.

Given that fact, it is not surprising that their marriage
could not survive the harsh tensions of life in Franklin’s

working-class milieu.
Maria grew up fatherless.

She glides over this pro-

found deprivation, recalls her childhood as a "good" one.
Yet

I

wonder if she hasn't had to construct a mythical

reality because the truth is too painful to recall?
theless, of the four women,

positive self-image.

I

Never-

felt that Maria had the most

Her self-esteem is not strong enough

to convince her that she can make real changes in her life,

but she does seek to influence and to affect others in a

direct way.

She does resist and struggle; she does make an

attempt not to let others control her.

But only up to a

point.

Her manner of resistance is often
self-defeating,

as with Nick and with bureaucrats
with whom she must deal.
Up to now her life has been mainly
a series of events that

have just happened to her: dropping out of
school at age
fifteen, her marriage, six pregnancies.

Perhaps kicking

Nick out of the home might be considered

a

trolling her own life.

start in con-

In as yet ineffectual ways she tries

to take charge, to resist being "acted upon" by others.

What sustains Maria is the feeling that she is generous, a

good shit," as she terms it; that she provides

pleasure and amusement to friends and shopmates.

She knows

in her bones that, despite her endless carping, her children

love and appreciate her.

introspective.

Like Fran and Ginny, she is not

Supremely gregarious, involved with life,

she dispenses good feeling as she buzzes along and in the

process tries to forget her troubles.

especially on week-ends

-

She is not averse -

to using beer and liquor and the

conviviality of the barroom, towards this end.
But what can Maria look forward to?

At most a tax

windfall or a win at Bingo that will enable her to pay off
her bills.

woman in her

She is not going anywhere right now.
4o s,
f

For a poor

the chance of finding a suitable mate with
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whom to share her later years, Is an even
more remote

possibility than it is for women of

a

higher class.

Blue-

collar men, like their upper-class counterparts,
look to

young women when they seek a sexual partner or if they
wish to marry.

The Frans and Marias of this world are

cut in the cold.

Thirty year old Ginny may possibly

another mate: she is still marketable.
are not.

find

The older women

We have seen how Joanne solved this
problem.

Ginny is one of the passive ones who primarily

responds to what others wish from her and reacts to what
others do to her.

She does not yet see that she might

decide for herself what she wishes to do with her life.

Even when she has a possible weapon with which to fight
back, her innate softness defeats her.
not - testify against Frank.
an act for her.

It is too harsh and aggressive

But she has made gains.

deflect her mother’s control.

She cannot - or will

She is able to

At this point in her life

just keeping her head above water, economically and emotionally, indicates new strength.

Sober and subdued, Ginny lives her life quietly.
Rarely raising her voice, making trouble for no person, yet
she holds her head up with pride.

together.

She does keep her family

Abandoned and betrayed by her husband, this woman
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wondered if she would have the strength
to go on.

But

perservering Is exactly what she does so well.
There is little excitement here: hardly
anyone comes
or goes In her life.

Daily she maintains herself and her

three small sons by standing on her feet for over
six

hours, serving food to customers.

Only necessity has made

her turn to public welfare, an odious alternative to
her.
She continues to honor her debts and does what she has
to
do in her plodding, steady way.

It is from these things

that she derives feelings of self-worth.

Joanne has the language for self-awareness but not
yet the ability to translate that meaningfully.

Of the

four women depicted here, she seems least able to gain

sustenance from within.

All must come from others.

She

appears the most sophisticated in terms of the wider world.
She has some notion of what the world expects of young,

"liberated" women.

While she echoes the jargon, she is in

fact far from ready to move towards goals of independence

and autonomy.

Despite her brave words, she clings to the

first liferaft that presents itself.

While she has moved

furthest away from the values of this traditional town, the
price she pays are stomach pains, anxiety attacks and self-

deception
For this young woman, emotional growth
might lie
in recognizing what her true feelings are and
in no longer

trying to conform to what others expect from her.
small ways

I

have seen her struggling towards that.

In

She

has misread the message coming from the women's movement,

believing that she must have

a

career or job in order to

qualify as an emancipated woman,
Joanne has much to overcome.
home as she grew up was extreme.

The pathology in her

She is at a crucial point,

attempting to make a real break with that suffocating past.
Having the least amount of self-identity and self-esteem of
the four women, she will try with tenacity to make something

of this second marriage.
In terms of feminist consciousness, these four women

are at the threshhold of that sensibility.

Harsh experience

has taught them that, no matter how difficult life might

have been or presently is for the men in their lives, it is
they who bear the stronger burden.

Even weak, diabetic Tony

has been able to get away from the day-to-day horror of

living with retarded Bobby,

In his new life he may be lonely

or guilt-ridden; he may continue to have trouble with women
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or with jobs, but it is Fran who bears
the true responsi-

bilitv for their family.
In every way Nick has come out ahead of
Maria.

He

fathered their six children but can now get away
with

minimal responsibility for them while planning
with a young wife.

a new

life

The courts, lawyers, all of society

treats him with more kindness than it does Maria.

Unlike

Nick, it is quite certain that Maria will not find a young

man

- or

perhaps any man - with whom to spend her later years.

Of the four women, Ginny's history seems most

infuriating and the one most apt to foster feminist thinking.
The damage done to her and to her three small sons by an

irresponsible husband is devastating.

Frank probably has

an income close to $50,000 a year, yet forces his former

wife to do what is offensive to her: turn to public welfare.

Worse than that is his callousness in "saving face" at the
expense of the possible destruction of young lives.

In this

he has been aided by the church, by lawyers and by the court.

Ginny feels helpless to dannnd justice, and given her

self-definition, she is helpless.

Joanne does not see herself as victim of abuse by
man and

I

believe her perception is accurate.

may be a destroyed human being.

a

Her ex-husband

Alcoholic, jobless, incapable
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of a sustained relationship with a woman,
he typifies a prow-

ing number of disaffected, lost blue-collar
young men.
this point he seems in more trouble than
Joanne.
is

At

Still, he

relieved of concern for his daughter and has only
himself

to think about.

Ihere is certainly a pattern of abuse, of unconcern
by society, of injustice and discrimination.

Each

cf

these

women seeks in ineffectual and private ways to overcome the
abuse and correct the injustice.

One wishes there were. some

way they could join with others in similar circumstances,
at least to give and to get comfort.

One longs to say to

them, "But you are not alone, there are so many others just
like you with the same feelings and hurts.

other, it does help!

Talk to each

Before you can do anything, you must

talk to other women like yourselves!"

These women have moved further towards this new

consciousness than their mothers did.

They know there is

something wrong with what has happened to them and perhaps
they do not have to suffer it in silence,
to defy the norms, unimpressed with ideology
a stirring and a hope.

hot quite ready
,

yet there is

That uneasy stirring has not been

tapped to any great extent by what we call the "women's

movement

,

V/hat

these four women perceive as
"the women's

movement" Is not seen as having much to
do, directly,
with their lives.

None of the women voluntarily ever
dis-

cussed the "movement" per se, although

I

was aware of un-

formulated, unspoken concurrence with many
of the goals
°f the movement.

When they did answer a direct question

asked by me, their use of similar phrases lead me
to believe
they have only the most stereotyped ideas of what
all of
the ferment has been about.

But their actions and the facts

of their daily existence spoke louder than their words
to
me.

It would seem that if the right approach were taken,

if the way could be found, working-class women like these

could find support and a direction from the movement, much
as middle-class women in large number have been able to do.

Certainly the approach has to be in

terms related to their

lives

There is, then, an inevitable conclusion after ex-

amining these four lives that, whether the women are married
or divorced, their lives are very difficult.

One cannot

say that now, without a mate, existence for them has greatly

improved or greatly worsened.

It was bad when they were

married and it is bad now that they are alone with their
children.

The anxieties are simply different ones.

^9
I

3

would not be presumptuous and
say that, yes,

without the tension of the married
state the new peace
of mind causes them to prefer
the
single condition.

I

heard several of these women say
that and yet, In another
breath , fears of old age alone, of
bearinr the economic burden alone, feelings of loneliness
and emptiness, caused me
to remain unsure of exactly how
they did feel.

these four women and many whom

I

Actually,

see in the clinic who are

of this class, do not dwell overly
much on what they are

feeling.

There is so much they have to do moment
by

moment, day by day, that this is a luxury not
really allowed
them.

Uor is there much in their past which gives
them a

way to think about or verbalize it.
The life of each woman is also, inescapably, about
the lives of their children.

Society still does not make

it any easier for the young of this class than it did for

their parents.

In this particular geographic area,

the re-

cession and high unemployment continue to make it an

overwhelming task to move into the next higher social class.
Without a doubt, then, it is better to be in the middle and
upper classes than it is to be in the working-class.
The children In these families suffer.

In some ways

they seem better off with their fathers gone; there probably

Is

less tension in the home.

However, the lack of awareness

and the insensitivity to children’s needs that
times dismaying to me.

I

saw w as at

Generally there was no lack of con-

cern, but rather a woeful absence of understanding of how

children grow.

There seemed a disturbing lack of know ledge

of what children must have if they are to become mature,

competent and moral adults.

I

doubt that with two parents,

this lack would have been alleviated.
It seemed important not to turn away from painful

Lionel Trilling in his book of

truths that were revealed.

essays, "The Liberal Imagination," writes about how Henry

James treats the "poor" in his novels, particularly in
"The Princess Casamassima

.

"

There, Trilling writes

James represents the poor as if they had
dignity and intelligence in the same degree as
people of the reading class. More, he assumes
this and feels no need to insist that it is so.
about
Fev; of our novelists are able to write
the poor so as to make them something more
than the pitied objects of our facile sociological minds. The literature of our liberal
democracy pets and dandles its underprivileged
to
characters and quite as if it had the right
have.
may
do so, forgives them what faults they

From my

o wn

home
early experience in a working-class

to see what life is
and from this prolongued opportunity

The Liberal Imagination
(New York: Viking Press, 1950), p. 87.

^Trilling, Lionel.

.

like for these 'ordinary" people,

I

realized again why

academics, sociologists, novelists and other students of

human affairs have spent so little time studying the lives
of working-class families.

There is so much tackiness,

so little glamour and elegance, such grim, often colorless

struggle, why would anyone wish to subject themselves to
it?

Par better to be in the world of culture, of beautiful

surroundings, good food, intellectual stimulation and
comfort.

It is rarely found in this world.

not much fun here, either.

And there is

1

The lives are here now before the reader.

In the

case of Fran and Maria, the detail is more dense; less
so for Ginny and Joanne.

I

think that if blue-collar

women read these histories, they might identify with much
that is here.

Professionals who come into contact

v/ith

v/omen and families from these "worlds of pain" might find

here a jumping-off place from which to think about the
lives of divorced v/omen from this class.

For myself,

will take note.
are being wasted.

I

hope a time is coming when society

There are a lot of lives out there that

Changes have to be made.

come about is another story.

How that can
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